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NICE GIRLS CAN 
BE DELINQUENT 


By 
Dr. Walter A. Adams 
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Mera / Sent for This Money. 
Making Outfit FREES 


See How Easy 
It Is to Make 


% $300 
IN A DAY! 


Do you want to make more 
money in full or spare time... 
as much as $30.00 in a day? Then 

a a 5 mail the coupon below for this BIG OUTFIT, sent you 
: FREE, containing more than 100 fine quality fabrics, 
F Add to Your sensational values in made-to-measure suits, topcoats, 
and overcoats. Take orders from friends, neighbors, 
fellow-workers. Every man prefers better-fitting, bet- 
ter-looking made-to-measure clothes, and when you 
show the many beautiful, high quality fabrics—men- 
tion the low prices for made-to-measure fit and style 
—and show our guarantee of satisfaction, you take 
orders right and left. You collect a big cash profit in 
advance on every order, and build up fine permanent 
income for yourself in spare or full time. 











Profits with 
Tailored Suits 
for Ladies! 


I 
You can add many | 
dollars to your earn- 
ings by taking orders | 
for our  beautifully- 
styled. fine quality | 
made-to-measure suits 
and skirts for women. | 
Many husbands sell | 
suits to men, their 
wives sell suits and | 
skirts to women 2 
and the profits roll in! | 
You can too! Outfit 
contains styles, prices, | 
and simple _ instruc- | 
tions. 


No Experience Needed 


It’s amazingly easy to take measures, and you don’t 
need any experience to take orders. Everything is 
simply explained for you to cash in on this wonderful 
opportunity. Just mail this coupon now and we'll send 
YOUR OWN UIT you this big, valuable outfit filled with more than 100 fine 

§ § fabrics and everything else you need to start. You'll say 
this is the greatest way to make money you ever saw. Rush 


WITHOUT I¢ COST! the coupon today! 
Our plan makes it easy for PROGRESS TAILORING Cco., Dept. L-364 
fults, opeodts. "and over. 500 S. Throop St., Chicago 7, Ill. 


suits, topcoats, and over- 
coats without paying lc—in 











addition to your big cash i 
earnings. Think of it! Not only 
Suu uae faa _ ao ae [| PROGRESS TAILORING CO., Dept. L-364 
. als : 
make it easy for you to get j 500 S. Throop St., Chicago 7, Ill. 
your own clothes without pay- I Dear Sir: 
one ae oe * No coger I WANT MONEY AND I WANT A SUIT TO WEAR 
en ithe at aaa | AND SHOW, without paying 1c for it. Rush Valuable 
j Suit Coupon and Sample Kit with actual fabrics ABSO- 
Just Mail Coupon , LUTELY FREE. 
You don’t invest a penny of your i 
money now or any time. You don’t EE Soiaitiiclin se pause ous teerweseeae eed Re 
pay money for samples, for outfits, I 
or for your own suit under our re- 
markable plan. So do as other men ! PE i.kiceeecwenanuseeaewenemecee wamenens we cusdeew eee 
have done—mail the coupon now. i 
Don’t send a penny. Just send us 
the coupon. TN eI ee ee UN Sec. ow azine 
J 
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MAKE *15°° A DAY AND MORE! 


Learn practical nursing at 
home in 12 short weeks 








A BiG STEADY INCOME 
IMMEDIATELY! 


fn | 
ae THIS 1S THE HOME STUDY COURSE THAT Will Change Your Whole Life! 


Boia 
Then 
it you YES, YOU CAN BE A PROFESSIONAL NURSE. You can earn the 
brics, respect of everyone you know by helping those who urgently need 
coats, your help. igi WHAT OUR GRADUATES SAY: 
ibors, ALL THE REWARDS OF NURSING CAN BE YOURS. You can get out of 
, bet- your present rut and be completely independent. Select the very 
1 you cases you want from the hundreds offered to you . . . work part or 
men- full time without interfering with your present home or social activi- 
style ties . . . work in hospitals, clinics, doctor’s offices, convalescent 
take homes, private duty. Specialize as you like . . . infant cases, hos- 
fit in pital nursing, or travel with your patient all over the world. 
nent IN JUST 12 SHORT WEEKS FROM NOW you can begin to earn as 
much as $20.00 a day and you need never worry about being “laid 
off.” Never before was there such a crying need for nurses. Today 
300,000 requests remain unfilled. Hospitals, convalescent homes, 
and doctors are begging for our graduates. No high school education 
don’t is required for this complete nursing course. In fact many of our 
ng is successful graduates, now earning top professional pay, have never 
erful even finished grammar school. If you are sincere and love people 
send you have all the qualifications. 
fine DO NOF LET AGE PREVENT YOU from realizing your fondest 
| say dreams. Students from 16 to 65 have successfully completed this 
Rush doctors’ approved course. 


IN JUST 12 SHORT WEEKS FROM NOW you can be graduated and 
wear with pride your crisp white professional nurses uniform. Fam- 
164 ily and friends will respect your shining silver graduation pin and 
your highly prized diploma from the nation’s outstanding profes- 
sional training school. 

STUDY AS SLOW OR AS FAST AS YOU WISH. Some of our students tell | Coupon Today for FREE Sample Lesson. 
study on and off in their spare time. If you are anxious to begin 
your nursing career, you can complete the course in just 12 weeks. 























- 
| 
| Or if you have had any previous training, you can graduate in 30 |---------------------- _ MIA orcenewecenesenind * 
EAR ; Sea IMPORTANT THING IS to get f. lete inf ti ; pertinent - -™ 
able get free complete information ! it 
SO- | right now. There is no cost or obligation. We will send you, as we fF 171.16 Avditeriom Bidg,. Chteege 5..m. ; 
| have thousands of other ambitious women, a FREE sample lesson | Send me, without obligation, your FREE 16-page sample lesson and 
1 and a FREE nursing booklet. Clip the coupon at the right and mail ' FREE booklet on High-Paying Opportunities in Nursing. 
; right now. Your FREE material will reach you by return mail. ; 
I . | NAME 
I Aree. ' 
POST GRADUATE HOSPJ[AIS;SCHOOL OF NURSING } Avoress 
- I7L16 Audiforium Bidg.,Chicago 5, lil. ‘ 
"ae iijmmneessc| + CITY. ZONE___STATE. 














White as white, light as light 
—with tender texture and del- 
icate flavor: that’s Clabber 


Girl’s Snow Cake. A pretty 
picture when finished and a 
cake really to be proud of hav- 
ing baked yourself. 


SNOW CAKE 
Yield: 2 8-inch layers 


24 cups sifted cake 1% cups beet or 
cane sugar 


flour 
2% teaspoons Clabber 4 cup shortening 
Girl Baking Powder 1 teaspoon vanilla 


1 cup milk 
3 egg whites 


\ teaspoon salt 
% teaspoon finely 
grated lemon rind 


Sift together flour, baking powder, and 
salt. Crush together “with, fork the 
lemon rind and cup of 
fluffy. Bea Press ae Fut 
y. t in gra ly cup sugar 
and the vanilla. Beat in gradually 4 
cup milk. Beat in remaining 4 cup 
sugar. = SS ee 
speed wii cpa pont me ah rr Pm 
sondion and rema: cup 
fourths, ciesnetely, Dhonding 
hee each addition. t egg ne vel 


until stiff but not dry. Stir quickly into 

batter. Bake in two oiled or 

8-inch layer cake pans at 350°F pfmee. 

erate oven) about 30 minutes. Fi 

frost with Seven Minute Frosting and 
arnish with shredded coconut between 
yers and on top. 






REMEMBER : 
It’s the fresh 
ingredients 
in your home-baked 
recipe that make 
things taste better; 


CLABBER GIRL 


With 
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Style No. 276 


j 9-17 98 
"10-20 
20! 2-28! 2 


soag | 18 
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rector 
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Three 
Piece Outfit 


Jacket, Blouse. 
& Skirt 











StyLE No. 2710 — PLEAT TRICK 
JERSEY. In a washable blend of 80% 
Orion, 20% Wool, tucked on the turtle- 
neck collar and bodice, whirling out in 
a wide sweep of permanent pleats. 


Powder blue, pink, turquoise or grey. 
Style No. 2701 


2 1088 
StyL—E No. 276—SUIT SONG to wear 
from now on. Sheath-slim skirt with a 
go-over-everything topper. Rich rayon 
menswear in grey, tan or navy. 





StyLe No. 160—PARIS INTRIGUE. 
Ooh-la-la, that French flair for excite- 
ment. Rustling rayon taffeta sleekly 
shaped to fit where it should, deftly 
shaped to flare where it shouldn't for 
the surprise look of the season. Black, 
navy, silver grey or peacock. 


StyLe No. 270i—THREE PIECE. The 71-01 

long box jacket spiced with cotton O PREPAID ORDER: | enclose price of gar- 

to match the all washable turtleneck ment plus 30c to cover postage and handling— 

. I save over 75c in C.O.D. fees. 

long torso blouse. The full skirt, un- : 0 C.0.D. ORDER: | will pay postman amount 

folds in a fan of unpressed pleats. . . plus postage, C.O.D. and handling fees. ) 

Rayon menswear in, fireman red, moss oe I may return garment in 10 days if not satisfied. t 
. é 


green, powder blue, all with contrast- Seyle No-[ Size [ 1 Color Choice | 2nd Color Choice 
ing blouses. 
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ANY MISS CAN BE A HIT 


with a Lovely, Light comploxiow 


There’s nothing hit-or-miss about 
the complexion benefits of NADINOLA 
Bleaching Cream! Just try one jar— 
and let your mirror show you day- 
by-day improvement as your skin 
grows lighter, brighter, lovelier! 


Just one jar of NADINOLA Bleach- 
ing Cream will prove to you what 
millions have long known about the 
clearing action of NADINOLA Cream. 
Get NADINOLA today at your drug 
or toilet counter. See how it gives 
your skin a lighter, brighter, health- 
ier appearance. Feel the thrill of 
knowing you look your best, as 
masculine eyes follow you, and fem- 


FOR OILY SKIN 

New Nadinola Deluxe 
Bleaching Cream is non- 
oily, greaseless. Lightens 
skin and lessens shine at 
the same time. Two sizes, 


75¢ and $1.25 








FOR DRY SKIN 

The original, ever-famous 
Nadinola Bleaching Cream is 
enriched with fine cosmetic oils 
to relieve dryness. 75¢ and $1.25 


NADINOLA 


inine voices say, ‘“‘What a lucky girl 
—to have such a complexion!”’ 
NADINOLA works so surely, that 
results are guaranteed from just one 
jar. Let its famous action lighten 
your complexion, loosen blackheads, 
make your skin feel softer and 
smoother, as it makes you look 
younger and lovelier. There are two 
kinds of NApDINOLA—one for oily 
skin, the other for dry skin. Both 
have the same fast bleaching and 
clearing effect. Both are guaranteed 
to satisfy you completely, or your 
money back. Get NApDINOLA right 
away! NADINOLA, Paris, Tennessee. 


BLEACHING CREAM 


Just one jar of Nadinola 
will make your complexion 
lighter, brighter and lovelier. 
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A Forum On 
Marriage Problems 


By Frances Jackson 


EAR MRS. JACKSON: 

I have a problem which I hope you 

can help me solve. I am a married man, 

but I have been separated from my wife 
for three years. 

Two years after our marriage, my wife 
and I came to a misunderstanding. After 
our first baby was on the way, she had 
a miscarriage and she seemed to think 
that I didn’t care for her or love her any 
more, 

That soon passed, however, and | got 
another job paying more money. We 
bought a house of our own and moved 
away from her mother. We had been 
paying all the bills plus the rent and her 
mother was quite satisfied. When we 
moved into our own home her mother 
began finding fault with everything I did, 
and fabricated stories about me running 
around with other women. 

My wife became very mixed up, not 
knowing who to believe. Finally the 
mother talked my wife into leaving me. 

In the meantime, another baby was on 
the way so it gave her an excellent excuse 
to go to her mother’s house. She asked 
me to come and stay with her, which I 
did for a short while. Then, every time 
I would come home from work, and it 
came time for supper, she would tell me 
I'd have to wait until her mother went 
to the store for some food. When I asked 
about a shirt or my underclothes she 
would say that her mother hadn’t had 
time to wash or iron them. All this went’ 

on for three months, then I told her that 
she had to come home with me. Well 
she did, and brought her mother along. 

Since our house was not large enough 
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for three grown people I had to sleep on 
the sofa while her mother and she took 
the bed. When the baby came in two 
weeks she went back to her mother’s 
house with the understanding that she 
was coming back home in two weeks 
after the birth of the baby. 

All this happened in 1952, and up until 
now she hasn’t come back home other 
than to make trouble. I gave her $21 a 
week (the court told me I didn’t have to 
give her but $7). She took the bedroom 
furniture, and I sold the remaining 
things and gave her half the money. 

Now, after all this time, I have met a 
very nice girl from a good family, we 
love each other very much and want to 
get married. Do you think I should get 
a divorce and marry this girl and take 
my two-year-old baby girl? This young 
lady says she wouldn’t mind having the 
baby and the court has told me I can 
take her anytime I marry a respectable 
woman. Please tell me what I should do. 


R.J.S. 


Dear R.J.S.: 

Since you have been unable to bring 
about a reconciliation with your wife, I 
think the best thing for you to do is to 
get a divorce. However, it would be bet- 
ter for you to leave your child with its 
mother where she will be certain of the 
love and attention she so vitally needs. 
It will do both you and your next wife a 
world of good to get started in married 
life without the complications of a third 
person. True, she is your daughter but 
remember the difficulty of your first mar- 
riage with a third party around. If after 
you have been married for a little while 
and find that everything is going won- 
derfully well, and you think you can give 
your daughter better care than she is now 
getting, then in all probability it would 
be better for you to take her into your 
home. Until then, wait and get settled 
and established before you take on addi- 
tional responsibility. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

I have a serious problem confronting 
me. I am 19 years old and | have a ter- 
tible crush on a boy whom I have known 
for six years throughout high school. I 
like him very much, but all I have ever 
said to him was “hello.” I am wondering 
how I can get to know him better with- 
out being too forward. I am very shy 
which doesn’t help very much either. His 


people own a laundry and I walk by every 


chance I get just to look at him. When 
he sees me he usually waves and smiles. 
I want to start going out with him for I 
like him very much. How can I make 
him want to take me out without appear- 
ing to be too bold and forward. Thanks. 

Lois J. 


Dear Lois: 

After six years of silent yearning I 
think its about time you made a little 
headway with this fellow. It seems as if 
he is as shy as you are and since things 
will never get moving unless someone 
makes the first move, we must begin to 
plot a “get to know him” campaign for 
the present. Haste makes waste so it will 
do well for you to begin things off rather 
slowly and then increase the tempo as 
friendship picks up and shyness wears 
off. First of all study him carefully and 
note his friends (both boys and girls), 
see if you possibly have even a little con- 
tact with one of them. If so, then you’ve 
made your first head start. Become 
friendlier with this person, sincerely so, 
but still with your eyes on a goal... 
to get a date with this wonderful boy. It 
may take you a little while to manage 
it, but after six years you'll probably 
think it’s worth it. If he is in any clubs 
or special groups join these if you can, 
the main idea is make him notice you and 
be aware that you exist. Get yourself 
appointed to committees where you can 
enlist the aid of club members (his par- 
ticularly). Have a party and invite him 
casually as part of the group. Don’t be 
too obvious, but practice politeness and 
friendliness at all times. If he is attracted 
to you at all he will soon notice what a 
warm and friendly person you are, and 
who knows it may eventually lead to a 
wonderful date. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

I am a girl of 19 years and in love with 
a boy who is only 17 years old. He used 
to take me out but he doesn’t anymore. 
Although he comes by early in the day to 
see me and sometimes stays three or four 
hours, he rarely takes me out in the eve- 
ning. He says he loves me and I told 
him I trusted his love. Do you think 
that had anything to do with our break- 
ing up? He has a lot of faith in my love 
for him because he knows that I love 
him. I think he loved me once, but some- 
thing went wrong. I have competition, 
I know, but he has none. Do you think 
I should give (Continued on Page 80) 


Send A Copy 


To Your Friends 


... without charge 


EBONY 
1820 So. Michigan Ave. 
Chicago 16, Illinois 


Please send a free copy of EBONY 
with my compliments to the persons 
listed below: 


(] If possible send the January issue. 
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N THIS ISSUE of the Album, we pu 
spotlight an all-male set of stars. As Be 
in past issues, they’re all people of suc- 
cess, personal magnetism, and more than her 
a little of physical attraction. mai 
Here—for your scrapbooks—are the anc 
following: an¢ 
Eddie (Rochester) Anderson, famed “Je 
gravel-voiced comedian of radio, stage. G00 
sereen and TV fame. Probably the great: qui 
est comedian of his era, Rochester cata- bas 


y Illinois Jucquetl 


m, we 
rs. As 
of suc- 


‘e thar 
ire th 
fame 


stage 


; greal 


r cata- 





Willie Mays 


F CTARC 


sulted to internationa! fame on the Jack 





Benny Show. 
For those who love blues and rhythm, 


here are photos of Illinois Jacquet, that 


nad tenor saxist; Jimmy Witherspoon 
ind Big Joe Turner, great blues singers, 
ind Billy Eckstine, who leaped from 
‘Jelly, Jelly” to lush ballads and made 
good. And, then, there is Willie Mays, 
juite probably to become the greatest 
baseball player of all time. 


Billy Echstine 

















Godefroy’s Larieuse Hair Coloring can make 
your hair as lovely as you wish it could be 
... gives youthful color to gray hair . . . adds 
glowing new color to drab, colorless hair 
... Starts you looking younger, lovelier . . . 
this very day. 


You can depend upon Godefroy’s Larieuse, 
the famous brand in the red box . . . known, 
approved, for more than 50 years. Get it at 
your favorite cosmetic counter this very day! 


In 18 flattering shades 
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_* Shompoo hair thoroughly. , Apply Godefroy’s Larie- 
As it dries, mix Godefroy's use with handy applicator in- 
Larieuse as directed. cluded in package. 


3. After color has devel- 
oped, shampoo hair again, 
set in your favorite style. 





|G ODEFROY MFG. CO. e« 3510 OLIVE e ST. LOUIS 3, mo. 
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PUETRY 


REALIZATION 
(Part 4) 


Why do you recoil from me? 
Why do you refrain from my kiss 
As if you despise me? 

Could it be 

That you do not love me? 
Could it be 

That you do not remember 
The ecstasy—the thrill 

The joy—the fill 

Of love we knew 

With each waking moment 
Together? 

Why, even in sleep 

Our subconscious minds 
Strained toward 

Always being together. 


How could you forget— 
How could you regret 
Our moments of love 
Together ? 


Oh my darling 

Love does not vanish 

Love does not perish 

As a passing sigh—or fancy! 

Love remains constant— 

Immovable—Irrepressible 

Unshakable as the Rock of 
Gibraltar 

Through aeons of time— 

As long as we both shall love 

Each other— 

So long as we both shall live. 
—By Rosemarye B. Washington 


REMEMBRANCE 
I think of you often 
and the things we used to do 
I wonder Dear if sometimes you 
think of them, too. 
—Connie Westbrooks 


BRIGHTER DAY 
The day will be brighter 
The dark clouds will roll away 
I’m talking about the day darling 


when you'll come back to stay. 
—Connie Westbrooks 


POSTSCRIPT 
What was your name 
whose shadow fell, 
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UF LUVE 


brief on my heart 
as a Sunday bell? 


Brief as a Sunday bell 
and sweet 

as its liquid note 

on a Sunday street? 


PASSING HOLIDAY 
We had our passing holiday 
And, oh, the sun was bright. 
The air was fine and dancing 
and sparkling with delight. 


And now he has come back to you 
who truly is your heart. 

We had our passing holiday. 

It was lovely. Was it smart? 


' RESOLVE 

I think I shall sell the world love 
songs 

filled to the brim with devotion. 

I think I shall cast to the eager 
throngs 

parcels of dainty emotion. 


I think I shall play on heartstrings 

with moon mist and essence of 
honey. 

Amuse myself on the scramblings 

and grow quite rich on the money. 


HARBOR 
Some day our love will leave the 
seas 
of these impetuosities 
to dip and rise and faintly sway 
into a cool and friendly bay. 


Some day. 


PRAYER ON A SHOESTRING 

I wonder if my faith in God 

be faith or selfish whim. 

It seems I choose the hours of 
stress 

alone to call on Him. 


It seems I choose just times like 
these 

to know with sure believing 

that God sent you to me and He 

will not stand for your leaving. 


—Alfred Duckett 














Men 4vé Women 


with lovely, lustrous, thrilling hair appearance! 


Raveen’s new scientific formula 
works to help stop dry scalp, 
splitting hair, breaking ends 







If you've been looking and 
looking for something that would 
glorify your hair and give it 
more beautiful and glamorous 
appearance, RAVEEN may be the 
answer to your prayers. RAVEEN gets 
to work on that dry, itchy, scaly scalp and 
helps Nature to give you the appearance that goes 
with shining billows of 
long, lustrous hair you’ve 
always. wanted. If the length of 
your hair has been affected by its 
undue dryness, you owe it to 
yourself to try RAVEEN on 

our generous no risk offer 





Mail coupon for no risk offer! 
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back guarantee - i 
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-L.. 5430 Hellyweed Bivd. Dept. 3801 

frederick Heltyweed 27, Califernia 
#241 $15.98. Size Ist color. 2nd 
#136. $5. Size_________Cup______Color. 


C) | enclose payment (C0 Send C.O.D.(NoC.O.D. 
without $1 deposit) 
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New, Easy Way To Get Your, 


HIGH SCHOOL DIPLOMA! 


al 

Your chances of getting ahead are so much bet- a i 
ter with a high school diploma! Now you can 
finish high school at home, without interfering 
with your job. Simplified Wayne training offers 
your choice of the approved subjects you need. 
Diploma awarded. Act now. Send for FREE 
catalog today! 


WAYNE scHooLt “™"** 


2527 Sheffield Avenve, Chicage 14, Mlineis 












How to Build Up the Glory of 


A GORGEOUS 
HEAD OF HAIR 


So Soft and Lustrous; Looking 
Much Richer, Healthier, Longer 


SULFUR-S became so famous so fast because 
people actually saw how it brought out new 
hair beauty as it imptoved the scalp. Well, 
today that great Sulfur-8 formula is even 
@reater . .. enriched and powered with new 
scientific medication to combat surface scalp 
germs and “activate” your scalp to feel more 
alive and healthy. Just see how your scalp 
thrives on Sulfur-8! And then, notice how soon 
your hair begins to glow with new soft radiance; 
revealing its true full natural length. 

For the benefit of your scalp and the glory of 
your hair, get Sulfur-8 and give it a chance to 
do its good work. You'll like the new luxury 
fragrance and softness quality of the improved, 
medicated formula. And you'll be thrilled to 
see what a marvelous difference S -8 
makes in your hair and the scalp behind it. 
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By Margo Hughes 


O THAT HIS CLUB could retain the 
name “Smalls Paradise” and remain 

a monument to himself, Harlem’s Ed 
Smalls suggested to a young man of the 
same name, but no relation, that he take 
over and buy the place. Disc jockey- 
promoter Tommy Smalls liked the idea, 
took the suggestion, and now the new 
owner of “Smalls Paradise” plans to 
bring back the fabulous old days of the 


once-famous nite club. 


The Count of Basie couldn’t be- 

























Dolores Parker 






lieve it, but he heard a contestant on 
one of those big-money give-a-way 
shows hesitate when asked what in- 
strument the Count plays. He wired 
the confused contestant immediately 
and suggested he get hep before he 
goofed the jackpot. Count in the 
meantime is seriously considering a 
State Department sponsored concert 
tour of Red Russia, accompanied by 
“lady of the 88’s” Hazel Scott. 


Singer Dolores Parker is that put out 
over the unsuccessful crystal-gazing of 
a Harlem fortuneteller who had guar- 
anteed to bring back her ex-prize fighter 
boy friend. With the much publicized 
new romance, Dolores is now-~ minus 
loot (sessions were costing $25 per hour 
and the worried one was doing four to 
five hours per week) and boy friend 
goes into the category of “husband-who- 
was-to-have-been.” 


Queenie Owens, “The Queen of the 
Quiver and Shake” is the real show 
stopper of the “Rock ’n Roll” pack- 
age featuring Buddy Johnson, Arthur 
Prysock, Chuck Berry, The Nutmegs, 
et al. The law flipped when they got 
a load of Queenie in Pittsburgh, and 
“requested” the show to stop “til she 
added a few more pieces to her no- 
costume. 
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Harry Belafonte 


The alto sax pictured on the cover of 
the new Charlie Parker Memorial Album 
was a $50 battered old instrument bor- 
rowed from a second hand shop. Week 
after it was photographed the ambitious 
litle shop keeper put it up for sale as 
“Charlie Parker’s sax” . . . it brought 
$200. 


Archie Moore is busy re-writing a 
little musical composition meant for 
Lucky Thompson to record as soon as 
Arch won the championship from 
Rocky Marciano. The song was titled 
“The Rock Didn’t Roll.” But there 
was an accident, something went 
wrong, and now the whole theme of 
the song will have to be revised. 


Stomp Gordon, the man who plays 
piano with his feet, insists his latest 
recording is so frantic and crazy that 
it will send you from here to the mid- 
dle of next Christmas. That’s why 
they play (Continued on Page 75) 








Dinah Washington 










LISTERINE ANTISEPTIC 
STOPS \BAD BREATH 


4 TIMES BETTER 
THAN MOTH PASTE 


Germs are the major cause of bad breath 
and no tooth paste kills germs like 
Listerine—instantly—by millions! 














Far and away the most common cause of 
bad breath is germs. You see, germs cause 
fermentation of proteins, which are always 
present in the mouth. Research shows that 
your breath stays sweeter longer, the more 
you reduce germs in the mouth. That's why 
Listerine stops bad breath four times better 
than any tooth paste. 


—, 
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SY Listerine Antiseptic Kills Germs 
by Millions 


Listerine Antiseptic kills germs by millions 
on contact. Test after test has shown that 
even fifteen minutes after gargling with 
Listerine Antiseptic, germs on tooth, mouth, 
and throat surfaces were reduced up to 96.7%; 
one hour afterward, as much as 80%. 


No Tooth Paste Kills Germs 
Like This . . . Instantly 


No tooth paste gives you the proven Listerine 
Antiseptic method — banishing bad breath 
with super-efhicient germ-killing action. As a 
result, Listerine stops bad breath instantly, 
usually for hours on end. 


q 
LISTERINE 


... THE MOST WIDELY USED ANTISEPTIC IN THE WORLD 













WONDERFUL FEATURES 


There are so many wonderful features in 
TAN, such as “Letters To The Editor,” and 
“Pen Pals.” I wrote a pen pal, but was never 
successful in receiving an answer. I still think 
the idea is great. 

In reading the November issue, I see where 
a lady has just discovered TAN. Think of all 
the fun she’s been missing. I have long been 
a reader of TAN and at the end of the year I 
plan to become a regular subscriber. 

Also in the Letters To The Editor column I 
read about how Roy Hamilton got his start. I 
missed, that particular story, so would you 
please do another article on him soon? 

In this month’s issue I especially enjoyed 
“One Moment of Indiscretion.” This is the 
best story I think I’ve read yet ...I think 
Jeanne was a brave and wonderful woman to 
keep her secret for so long. She was lucky 
and deserved the happiness she got in return. 

Helen A. Easter 
Hillsboro, Texas 


I read your TAN quite often and like it 
very much. An article from your October issue 
amazed me. “One Moment Of Indiscretion” 
was one of the most beautiful stories I have 
read in a long, long time. 

George W. Jewell 
Dartmouth, P. O., N.S. 


For many years I have been a constant reader 
of TAN and believe me, I must confess how 
proud I am over your interesting and realistic 
stories. 

I definitely think they are about the best on 
the newsstand for my money and I can hardly 
wait until they are out on the stand. 

Keep up the good work and I know you 
will gain a thousand more new readers. 

Arthur Garrick 
Nyack, N. Y. 


CLYDE McPHATTER 

TAN is terrific, and I’m sure that many of 
your readers can certainly verify my observa- 
tion. 

Out of all the various articles and stories I 
have read in TAN, I have been impressed most 
by the little article concerning Clyde Mc- 
Phatter in the “Harlem To Hollywood” section 
(October, 1955). Many rhythm and blues fans 
were, and some probably still are, unaware of 
the fact that Clyde McPhatter is no longer with 
the Drifters quartet, but is being featured as 
a recording star in his own right and uses his 
off-duty time to wax for Atlantic. Although he 
has a prior commitment with Uncle Sam, I’m 
certain that as a single attraction he will con- 
tinue to thrill the music lovers everywhere with 
his distinctive style. 

Faye Lillian Smith 
Los Angeles, Calif. 
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CHARMING MODELS 


I am a constant observer of our contemporary 
Negro models and I read all the Johnson publi- 
cations just for that. 

The enclosed pictures (Oct. TAN, “Skirts 
and Sweaters”) are very unique and I would 
like to congratulate TAN for bringing her out. 
Almost every month, one or two of the Johnson 
publications contains a picture of this charm- 
ing model. 

I am convinced that a constant promotion 
of models of this type will, in the very near 
future, create a counterpart of Jean Pachet 
(the very top white model) in our Negro 
modeling industry. 

Earnest Johnson 


New York, N. Y. 
TEEN-AGE HELLCAT 


I have just read “Teen-Age Hellcat” and I 
must say it should be a help to all mothers with 
a step-father over teen-age girls. 

It. isn’t all Christine’s fault that she turned 
out to be bad. She wanted her mother to know, 
but was afraid to tell. We should just stop and 
realize that sometimes it’s better to hurt others 
a little rather than to hurt them worse later. 
Mothers should share their daughters’ troubles 
no matter what they are, or how much it hurts 
you. You should make them feel that you are 
a person of understanding. 

To Christine, I say: “What has happened to 
you isn’t everything. Put your trust in God. 
Pray and ask Him to forgive you for your sins 
and your past will not bother you, for the Lord 
is on your side.” 

Robbieteen E. Moody 
Cincinnati, Ohio 


BILLY ECKSTINE 


On your article in the October TAN, “What 
Happened To Billy Eckstine?,” I’d like very 
much to inform you of what has happened to 
Mr. B. You are badly misinformed. 

First, he started his band in 1944 and kept 
it until the early part of 1947. 

Second, do you realize that this man has be- 
come a sensation three times. First, as the band 
vocalist with Earl Hines. Then, as the leader 
of his own band and third (and greatest of 
all) as a singer, the first male singer of the 
Negro race in the popular field to achieve 
stardom on Broadway and Hollywood. He 
made it easy for the rest of the colored singers. 
Now all they have to do is sing. 

Mr. B. started out with three strikes against 
him—his good looks, his intelligence and his 
ability to really sing. So you see, he got much 
further than the big wigs of show business 
intended to let him go. 

Something has happened that MGM won't 
circulate the records where they can be heard. 
He’s got some beauties made for them. How- 
ever, it’s too late to stop him now that he’s es- 
tablished. Whether he ever makes another hit, 
the name Billy Eckstine is an institution. 

Right now he’s closing the New Frontier in 
Las Vegas, from there to the Latin Casino in 
Philly, then back to the Coconut Grove in 
Hollywood. His salary is still 7 to 10 grand a 
week. He works the same places Billy Daniels 
and Joyce Bryant have and they have never 
had a hit. 








Billy is greater than ever, so give it to us 

straight. All we want are the facts, man! 
Earl Coleman 

Brooklyn, N. Y. 


KING COLE LOVE 


I sure enjoyed “The King Cole Love Story” 
in the September issue. I’m a fan of his and 
really love him. I’m also a TAN fan and really 
enjoy reading each month’s edition. Gosh, 
your mags are wonderful! 

Irene Moore 
Nashville, Tenn. 


TRAGEDY IN INFIDELITY 


The article entitled, “I Found Tragedy In 
Romance” by Rita Malcolm should have been 
entitled, “I Found Tragedy In Infidelity.” She 
certainly could not have expected to find hap- 
piness, God’s blessing and social sanction on 
a relationship based upon sin. 

She made a most ridiculous and erroneous 
statement when she said, “America is not ready 
to accept interracial romance.” On the con- 
trary, The American culture is an admixture 
of diverse racial extractions, cultures and cus- 
toms. What is the actuality, America is not 
ready, nor willing, to accept nor sanction in- 
fidelity, immorality, and rank lust misconstrued 
as a beautiful romance, nor selfish disregard 
for one’s mate and the marriage vows. How 
confused can a person get! 

LeRoy Gardner 


St. Paul, Minn. 


The best story of all in the October TAN 
was “I Found Tragedy In Romance” by Rita 
Malcolm. I especially enjoyed reading the love 
letters from him and was wondering if she had 
written any to him, if so, why no mention of 
them. At any rate, the story was most in- 
teresting. 

When I first started reading love stories, I 
would pick up any magazine, but after reading 
my first TAN, I’m now a real “TAN Fan” as 
TAN is the only book I purchase. 

Marie Nelson 
Winterville, N. C. 


I have just finished your October issue of 
TAN and must say I really enjoyed it. “Are 
Today’s Wives Over-Sexed” and “I Found 
Tragedy In Romance” were most interesting. 
I can certainly understand how Mrs. Malcolm 
and her daughter feel and hope that this 
tragedy does not ruin their loves completely. 

A/3C William L. Jones 
Amarillo AFB, Texas 


THANKS FOR MAIL 


First I want to thank you so much for pub- 
lishing my request for Pen Pals. Your book 
certainly did the job! I have received some 
400 of the sweetest and most appreciated let- 
ters anyone could have wished for or sought. 

I would certainly appreciate your publish- 
ing this letter to thank each one for being so 
kind and thoughtful. I want each and every 
one to know I intend to answer all of them in 
due time. 

Thanks again for the use of your wonderful 











magazine. 
Ray M. White 
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T he love that makes a doll her baby is the beginning of mother- 
hood for a little girl ... the start of love-giving that will make 
her strive and fight for the security of those she loves as long 
as she lives. 
Take care of your doll-baby, little girl. It is one of the world’s 
Je ws most precious playthings. 
i . 7; 
ONY. The security that springs from love 
is the very heart of our living. It is a 
privilege known only in a country such 
Story” as ours, where men and women are free 
lis and to work for it. 
| really And when we live up to the privilege 
Gosh, 5 
of taking care of our own, we also best 
Moore take care of our country. For the strength 
Tenn. of America is in its secure homes all 
Y joined in a common security. 
Let America’s security be found in 
edy In your home! 
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dole Saving for security is easy! Read every word—now! 
t this 
tely. If you’ve tried to save and failed, “E” U.S. Savings Bonds which are 8 months if you wish. Eight million 
Jones chances are it was because you didn’t turned over to you. working men and women are building 
Texas have a plan. Well, here’s a savings sys- If you can save only $3.75 a week on their security with the Payroll Sav- 
tem that really works—the Payroll the Plan, in 9 years and 8 months you ings Plan. For your family’s sake, how 
Savings Plan for investing in U.S. will have $2,137.30. If you can save as about signing up today? 
> wall Savings Bonds. This is all you do. Go much as $18.75 a week, 9 years and 8 
i a to your company’s pay office, choose months will bring you $10,700! 
oui the amount you want to save—a couple U.S. Series “E” Savings Bonds earn If you want your interest as cur- 
di of dollars a payday, or as much as you interest at an average of 3% per year, rent income, ask your banker about 
a wish. That money will be set aside for compounded semiannually, when held 3% Series ‘‘H’’ Bonds which pay in- 
‘lish. you before you even draw your pay. to maturity! And they can go on earn- terest semiannually by Treasury 
~ “a And automatically invested in Series ing interest for as long as 19 years and check. An excellent investment. 
every 
em in 
The U.S. Government does not pay for this advertisement. It is donated by this publication in 
derful cooperation with the Advertising Council and the Magazine Publishers of America. 
White 
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né and wife need not agree on a ie 
each other’s every trait. But they should agree 
eet least, they should reek aw ork? 





ad | KNOW HARRY isn’t perfect, but 
at least he’s got po.sibilities,” I de. 
_ clared stubbornly. I flashed a smile at my 
_ friend Grace to soften my words. “Just 
because you couldn’t reform Arthur...” 
Pearline broke in, her high-pitched 
voice dripping with sarcasm. “You're 
__ kidding yourselves, both of you,” she 
said. “Any woman who majries a man 
in the hope of changing him ought to 
have her head examined!” 
“You should know, darling,” Grace 


| TO IMPROVE YOUR © cone: Youve cruiny hd enough 


= Pearline blew out a cloud of smoke 
and jabbed her cigarette into an ash tray. 


: e Grace’s barbed retort had struck home 
a and | was afraid for a moment that the 
two of them would be at each other’s 
= throats. 
g : But for once, Pearline didn’t get catty. 


___ -“That’s why I’m qualified to give Eve- 
____ lyn some advice.” She turned to me with 
a smile. “I’m the original Voice of Ex- 
_ perience, honey.” 
_ The three of us were sitting under a 
big umbrella in Grace’s backyard trying 
to beat the late summer heat. As we 
sipped our tall, cool drinks, the conver- 
sation had drifted away from the usual 
chit chat and somehow we had gotten on 
the subject of husbands. 
Both Pearline and Grace were older 
_ than I and I had done more listening 
than talking until Grace mentioned the 
trouble I’d been having with Harry. 
_That’s when I jumped in with-both feet. 
I wasn’t in the habit of discussing my 
husband and our personal problems in 
public, even with such good friends as 
_ my two neighbors, and I felt that Grace's 
remark was uncalled for. 
a Even so, I regretted my reference to 
_ Arthur the moment I spoke. It was com: 
mon gossip that despite her lovely home 
and everything that goes with it, Grace 
§ and her husband had been carrying 0” 
a private feud ever since the day the 
married. 
____I never knew exactly what the trouble 
___was, but it was obvious that it was mak: 
ing life miser- (Continued on Page 62) 
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Got Relief from Stinging, Burn ot 


ITCHY HANDS 


“JT work at a gas station where oil and 
grease get on my hands and make them 
ie itchy,red and stingy. My boss told me to 
} use Black and White Ointment. It sure 
, eased the itching and burning soreness 
fast. I’m grateful for Black and White 
Ointment. I keep it handy all the time 
because it helped my misery so much, 
and I want to tell others about it.”’ 
William E. Ockemy 
Baltimore, Maryland 





























Over By Gerri Major 
51 EAR GERRI MAJOR, 
Million We are spending the New Year week- 
Packages end as houseguests of very close friends, 
The wife was matron of honor at our 
Sold wedding. We are taking gifts for our 
host and hostess. Should we also take a 
small present to their maid? 
Gloria Moore 


Jackson, Miss. 

















Thousands praise famous Black and White 
Ointment. You will, too. Quickly checks 
itch, burn of eczema, acne pimples, simple 
ringworm, tetter. 3 generous sizes. Get 
more for your money—buy large economy 
sizes. Get Black and White Ointment. 
Cleanse skin with Black and White Soap. 






















Dear Gloria Moore, ( 
If the maid has been with the family 
for a long time and has served you be- 
fore, I think she would appreciate a gift, 
especially since this is the season of giv- 
ing. However, if you do not know her, a 
tip at the conclusion of your stay would 
be more appropriate. 
An adequate tip for a weekend is $2, 
but there is no hard and fast rule. If the 
maid has pressed your dress, sewn a but- 


.. foreverything 
your heart desires... 


IT’S EASY TO EARN 
ALL THE MONEY YOU WANT 
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ton on your husband’s shirt, laundered t 
With lucky Cosmetics nee 2 your stockings, served breakfast in bed, e 
Lucky you! Now you can have all the money you need 0.00, $100.00, i i j 
$200.00 and even more—as the res and welcomed Lucky Heart or rendered = other — ial a . 
Representative in your neighbo d! All you do is call on your friends in she should receive extra compensation, as C 
our spare or full time, and take their — for famous Lucky Heart 
roducts, needed and used daily in every bome. much as you can afford, but not over $5. e 
WOMEN! MEN! NO EXPERIENCE NEEDED! If your hostess has more than one ci 
Almost everyone knows and wants Lucky Heart —and will order these ll should be bered., if . 
outstanding Products from you! You offer a a selection = — servant, all shou remembered, I u 
cosmetics... F 4 some im m France... i . 
pore rod sets «and man 7 more Beauty da, Allare ° jest hair only with $1. Don’t show-off by over- n 
beautifully pac! so folks w: on sight. An ippi i 
Paget en ance ve tel aeons tipping. As a whole we are notorious for h 
sale! Yes, it’s easy to make — with Lucky Heart tipping beyond the limits of good taste a 
Products. Mail coupon today for amazing FREE 
DISPLAY CASE OFFER! and often embarrass the servant and w 






hostess by being too generous. The guest as 
who flashes a huge roll of money, peels 0 
off a $10 tip for fifty cents’ worth of serv- 
ice, marks himself as a socially insecure 









LUCKY HEART, Dept. 2A 
400 Mulberry St., Memphis 2, Tenn. 


Rush me your FREE Case offer. 
















iainatedcaradasambasente <eoeedtebboite person who feels he must “buy” his way wi 
cipncnidiisadeaisikagswibusehinaioat or hide his lack of social graciousness 9 by 
behind a deluge of dollar bills. se 
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James Goodrich 


AMMY DAVIS, JR., 

in night clubs and on television, is 
now the newest and hottest sensation on 
recordings. Since he made his debut as 
a single vocalist on Decca a few months 
ago, the versatile little star of the Will 
Mastin Trio has literally surged to the 
top among popular record artists and his 
releases regularly place high on the 
charts of disc hits. 

Sammy’s sudden rise in the recording 
trade is marked significantly by his 
emergence as a vocal stylist. Before sign- 
ing with Decca, he had exhibited on 
Capitol records that he possessed a tal- 
ented voice but then he could never de- 
cide on a style. Resultingly, he utilized 
impersonations of famed vocal stars 
mostly to put across his material. Today, 
however, all that is changed. He now has 
a style of his own and it is strictly 
unique. It perhaps can best be explained 
as a forceful, precise and happy manner 
of projecting songs. 

When Sammy sings, he exudes enthu- 
siasm and releases a drive for the melody 
which leads one to feel he has a funful 
ball doing a song. Yet, he is 100 per cent 
serious about his singing, never works 


long a rage 


carelessly with any tune. 


As a singer, Sammy sounds a bit like 
Frank Sinatra and for a reason not diff- 
cult to uncover. Sammy idolizes Frankie, 
looks upon him as a genius at the art of 
phrasing and therefore has adopted 
much of his idol’s patterns for pitching 
lyrics for his own stylings. Now like 
Frankie, Sammy has a style which ap- 
peals tremendously to fans everywhere. 

The Junior Davis began his amazing 
climb on records with the release of his 
very first side for Decca, the Sy Oliver- 
arranged Hey There. A smooth, spiritful 
recording, it caught on fast with the pop 
fans and planted the name Sammy Davis, 
Jr., right smack into the thick of the 
juke box derby. He has been a red hot 
item on the coin machines ever since. 

Recognizing Sammy’s strong pulling 
power on discs, Decca has mapped some 
big things for him. Already the diskery 
has recorded him for two major album 
releases. First album was titled “Starring 
Sammy Davis, Jr.,” and included his 
smash hit, Hey There, and 10 other 
tunes (Lonesome Road, And This Is My 
Beloved, September Song, Because Of 
You, Easy To Love, Glad To Be Un- 
happy, Stan’ Up And Fight, My Funny 


Valentine, (Continued on Page 80) 
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#522 “Back interest” 2-faced Skirt 
Silky, slinky rayon-and-acetate 
taffeta. Hip pockets, back zipper, 
button trim; 2 slits in back. Red, 
Black, Grey. Sizes 10 to 20. $5.98 


















2551-A“Stand Out"—16-Gere Pellon-lined Skirt 
Stands out without petticoats! Back zipper, high- 
waist. Black rayon faille. Sizes 10 to 18. $6.98 
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MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE 












Do you want to attract men 
like a magnet attracts iron? 
Do you want to make men 
FEEL yous presence and ex- . 


cite them 

Just send ‘toe the most reaiet ible perfume 

used—call “PARFUM MAGNET. " This perfume caste a n 
strange and —— spell whenever omer yous 
You can’t lose. just “PARFUM AGNET.” or Just see 
for 7 73 it o — a and oe ome DRAWS. 


Thi ic special to 
DIRECT. If after using “ ‘PARFU MAGNET” FOR on 
7 days, you do not ue sheotately and ogaitivety that my 
does the trick. EVERY CENT BACK. FULL DI REC. 
TIONS IN PLAIN WRAPPER. ONLY §2. If C.0.D. $2.50 
PARFUME MAGNET, hes TC-17 
177 McLean Ave., Yonkers 5, N. Y. 
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This week I read your magazine for the first 
time and I must say it is wonderful. I am a 
German student and I like very much to hear 
about the living and thinking of other peoples. 
I therefore am writing to you today to let you 
know my desire to find some Pen Pals. I think 
it would be very nice to correspond with other 
peoples and to learn their ways of living and 
thinking, and above all, to make friends. 

Something about myself. I am_ studying 
Chemistry at the university. I like sports and 
dancing and above all, I like traveling. My 
English is not very good and I’m sure you'll be 
smiling about my mistakes, but you must know 
I have learned this language only by myself 
in my sparetime. Nevertheless, I hope you'll 
understand me. 

I will be looking forward to new Pen Pals. 

Fred Stephan 
Schwab Gmund 
Schwerzeralle 13 

Germany 


I would like to correspond with men and 
women all over the world, especially in the 
United States between the ages of 25-40. 

I am 27, 5/5” and weight 128 lbs. I have a 
high school education and am employed as a 
Stenographer-Typist. 

D. M. Williams 


9 Lynford Avenue 
Half Way Tree 
Jamaica, B.W.I. 


I am a constant reader of TAN and really 
like it. It helped a friend of mine to be happy 
and I have hopes for myself. 

I’m 37 years old, 5’3”, 120 lbs. medium tan 
skin and am interested only in professional 
people as my profession is nursing. 

Sandra DeVoe 
1275 W. 115th Street 
Cleveland, Ohio 


I read the Pen Pal page constantly and like 
it very much. I am a professional nurse. My 
age is 47, 52”, 135 lbs., medium brown skim 
and divorced with two small children. 

Those who are not sincere, please don’t write. 

Miss H. R. Carter 
1275 E. 115th Street 
Cleveland, Ohio 


I am interested in Pen Pals, both male and 
female the world over, especially foreign coun- 
tries. I am single, 30, tan complexion, 5644”, 
don’t drink or smoke. I am a member of the 
church. 

Roy Allyson 
1275 E. 115th St. 
Cleveland, Ohio 


I think your Pen Pal Column is very in- 
teresting and I too would like to correspond 
with Pen Pals. I am 19 years old, brown skin, 
5’7” and weigh 134. I like sports, singing and 
dancing. I have a high school education and 
will be happy to exchange photos. 

Margaret Ruffin 
7612 Mountain Ave. 
Philadelphia, Pa. 
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PEN PALS 


(This page is reserved for all TAN readers who wish to make 


new friends, in the United States and elsewhere. Keep the 
letters coming—the more the merrier!) 


I would like to correspond with some girls 
anywhere in the U. S. I will answer all letters. 
I’m in the Marines and am 24 years old. 

Sgt. J. A. Johnson, 658501 
Gen. Sup. Serv. Co. 3rd Regt. 
3rd Mar. Div. F.M.F. 

c/o F.P.O. 

San Francisco, Calif. 


We are very much interested in correspond- 
ing with Pen Pals all over the United States 
between the ages of 18 and 21, girls and boys. 

Sharon Smith is 5’1” and weighs 128. Eliza- 
beth Johnson is 5’3” and weighs 128. Betty 
Lou Parsons is 56” and weighs 125. Willamae 
Greenfield is 5/5” and weighs 116. 

We are all 16 and seniors at North High 
School. We are willing to exchange photo- 
graphs and will answer all letters received. 

Sharon Smith 

844 13th St. 

Des Moines, Iowa 
Elizabeth Johnson 
1315 Crocker 

Des Moines, Iowa 
Betty Lou Parsons 
838 9th Street 

Des Moines, Iowa 
Willamae Greenfield 
718 Laurel Street 
Des Moines, Iowa 


I’m 21, 4/11” tall and weigh 101 lbs. and have 
a light brown complexion. I’m a high school 
graduate and have had one year of nursing. I 
enjoy reading, fishing and movies. I have been 
married and have a little boy two years old. 

I would like to correspond with a young man 
between the ages of 21-28. All letters will be 


answered, 
Kathryn Bullock 
P. O. Box 81 
Cisco, Texas 


I’m 19 years old, 5’7”, 130 lbs., blond crew 
cut, brown eyes. My hobbies are dancing, hunt- 
ing, stamp collecting and art. All letters will 
be answered. 

Roger Roberts 
Huntington P. O. 
Worthington, Mass. 


I am 25 years old, 5’3”, 120 lbs., dark brown 
skin and curly hair. I would like to correspond 
with American Negroes, of both sexes. I am in- 
terested in collecting stamps, like reading and 
going to movies. 

Charles Glasgow 

351 New Market Street 
Georgetown 

British Guiana 

South America 


L am a very lonely mother of 18 with a 4- 
year-old daughter. I would like very much to 
correspond with a young man between the 
ages of 20-26. I lost my husband a year ago in 
a road accident. 

I am 5’5”, weight 128 Ibs., have tan com- 
plexion and black hair. 
Veronica Joseph 
36 Nelson St. F. 

Port-of-Spain 
Frinidad, B-WOL 


I am a widow, 41 and am interested in cor. 
responding with a gentleman between the ages 
of 40-50. I enjoy going to the movies and doing 


church work. Mrs. Clair Brown 
2259 East 74th Street 

Cleveland, Ohio 

I am interested in corresponding with people 
of both sexes. My hobbies are tennis, swimming 
and listening to records. Rose Maric Hal 
716 Mel Rose Ave. 

Cleveland, Ohio 


I am interested in corresponding with some 
nice young man between the ages of 24-30. I 
have a brown complexion, weigh 128 Ibs. and 
am 5/7” tall. I like music, dancing and practi- 
cally all sports, but don’t drink although I have 
no fault with one who does drink. 

Loretta Jones 
500 East 165th St. 
Bronx, New York 


I read TAN today for the first time and was 
very much impressed. The thing that caught 
my eye was your Pen Pal column. My greatest 
hobby is writing to Pen Pals all over the world. 
I am 21 years of age and 54” in height. I 
work in the Gold Coast Forestry Department 
for the Gold Coast Government. 

I would be most happy to answer all corre- 
spondence. 
Samuel George Owusu 

Forestry Department 

P. O. Box 41 
Kumasi—Ashanti 
Gold Coast West Africa 


I am very much interested in universal 
brotherhood and am desirous of having Pen 
Pals both in the United States and foreign 
countries. I am 21 years old and my hobbies 
are reading, stamp collecting, records. 

Frank J. Bluitt 
1319 Washington Ave. 
Memphis 4, Tennessee 


We would like to correspond with males and 
females in the States and foreign countries be- 
tween the ages ef 25-40 years. We are two 
lonely gals anxious to make new friends. 

Evelyn Redmon 


3643 East 144th St. 
Cleveland, Ohio 
Eliza Pauldo 

6112 Quincy Ave. 
Cleveland, Ohio 


I am a Jamaican male, age 19 and would like 
to correspond with male or female Pen Pals 
from all over the world and especially the 
United States. My interests are interpretive 
dancing, drama, singing and music. 

Allan Ivanhoe 
154 Church Street 
Kingston P. 0. 
Jamaica, B.W.I. 


I’m a freshman in High School and would 
like some nice Pen Pals. I am 15 years old, 
dark brown eyes, reddish brown hair and a 
brown complexion. I would like to correspond 
with both boys and girls between 16-18. 

Roxie Polk 
5047 Ogden 
Philedelphia, Pe: 
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A Blessing In Disguise 


She was ugly, and she knew it. People wouldn’t let her forget 
it. They called her ‘Saddle Face.” But she learned to be 
happy in spite of it. And she found out this was her blessing in 


| KNOW there are a lot of girls who aren’t pretty and who 
worry that love is going to pass them by. Those are the 
girls I want to read my story. 

You see, I’ve been homely all my life. Really homely! 
Maybe you know what a “saddle face” is? That’s what the 
kids at school used to call me when I was little. Eyes much, 
much too far apart, nose all flattened out, chin way too long 
—every feature somehow all wrong, with the whole effect just 
plain ugly . . . I didn’t have one redeeming feature. My hips 
were much too wide no matter how I kept my weight 
down... 

I knew it wasn’t just my own idea, the way it sometimes 
is with other girls who hate the way they look. Peoples’ 
pitying glances told me that. I found I could take anything 
but that. And I began to look at my ugliness as a terrible 
handicap—like a crippled leg or blindness. You either learn 
to live with those things, or you don’t have anything at all, 
not even friends. 

So I began to read books on how to make friends, how to 
be popular, how to be successful, how to be happy .. . And I 
practiced and mastered all the things they told me to do. I 
learned to be a good listener, I learned never to show that 
my feelings were hurt. I made a point of being interested in 
what the other person was interested in. I never demanded 
anything—I was always the one in the group who offered to 
help, who did help. 

In fact, I made a point of always doing just a little more 
than anybody else, like at a party or on a committee. I made 
myself remember that my misfortune wasn’t anybody’s fault 
—and I came to see that people were pretty wonderful. I had 
lots of friends, all kinds. Even dates, if you can believe it. 
Of course they were always with boys who'd been stood up 
at the last minute, or boys who were between girl friends. 
They felt safe in asking me because I never acted coy. I never 


disguise .. . 


expected anything special—anything more than just casual 
friendship. 

I never, never let anyone suspect I minded being so homely, 
nor that I secretly envied the pretty girls—just the average 
ones even. I just concentrated on being good company. And it 
worked! It got so I could almost tell when somebody got to 
taking the way I looked for granted—-so that it didn’t bother 
them too much after while. 

Sometimes I even had a quiet, secret feeling of pride in 
some of the things I accomplished. The way anybody with a 
handicap does! Like the time I got my job with George 
Allen’s Taxi Service—George, who had a special love for 
beauty. His office girl had walked out on him at the worst 
possible time, and the employment agency had sent me to 
help out—temporarily, until he got someone permanently. 

There was a kind of horror in his eyes when I walked in. 
He almost shrank back. I acted as if I hadn’t noticed. But 
I knew I’d have never got even the temporary job if he hadn’t 
been so desperate. 

I worked hard and made myself as likable as I could, and 
gradually George stopped looking so startled and embarrassed 
every time he saw me. I guess you can imagine how thrilled I 
was the day he said, casually, “If you like the job, Jane— 
well, it’s yours for good if you want it.” 

We even got to be good friends, George and his wife, 
Elaine, and I! When I first knew Elaine I used to have to 
catch myself sometimes and stop staring, she was so beautiful. 
And sometimes after I’d been over there for dinner, having to 
watch the whole time George’s worshipful admiration for her, 
I’d have to use a lot of will power to keep from crying myself 
to sleep. 

For I found I could have anything if I tried hard enough 
—anything except love! Somehow, I’d tell myself, I was go- 
ing to have to learn not to mind that (Continued on Page 77) 
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She gave it away - 


n in her period of despair. 


The baby was bor 


HE SLEEK BLACK CAR slid up along the curb be- 
side me, skidding a bit on the wet street as the driver 
slammed on the brakes with a stomp of authority. 

“Hey, Marie,” the young, wide-eyed boy behind the 
wheel called out to me, “come on in out of the cold.” 

“Hi, Bud,” I said. “No thanks. I’d better walk.” 

The car was nearly full of my classmates, two boys 
and a girl in the front seat and the same in the back. 
It was Bud Jordan’s car. Goodlooking and personable, 
Bud always had some of the gang with him after school 
when he wasn’t working. For nearly two years, he had 
been helping his father after hours in their supermarket. 
Business had been good, and Bud had earned enough, 
with the help of his father, to buy his own car. He was 
fun-loving and adventurous, but not what you would call 
wild. (Continued on Page 58) 
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It seemed like I'd only just fallen asleep 
when I was awakened by Cliffs heavy body 


sitting down on my bed. I started up, panic 
stricken... 





Essie May was in love with Jim Rutherford, a nice boy. But 
she dared not tell him why her stepfather hated him so 
much... 


HAD OFTEN wondered if it was really true . . . that a drowning 
person’s whole life passes before him in those few seconds 
when he’s going down for the last time. Well, now, I believe 
it can happen like that—because that’s the way it was with 
me when I stood over the body of Cliff Kenney, my handsome 
stepfather, with the smoking gun in my hand. 

My life had been short—lI was only twenty-three but in experience 
I was old, old, old! The first six years of my life were quite ordinary, like 
the life of most any average little girl. It was when I was six that my 
own father died and everything changed for me. 

I remember feeling that, in a way, I’d also lost my mother. In 
order to feed us, keep a roof over our heads and to pay on the debts 
dad left, she had to work long hours at the only work she knew how to 
do. She cleaned offices at night and people’s houses in the daytime. 

I'd see her for a few minutes between her jobs and those precious 
minutes were spent with her impatiently nagging at me. 

“Hurry up, eat!” she’d say, “and rinse your dishes. Don’t leave 
this room tonight. You’ve got your picture books there. Mrs. Warren 
will come across the hall and look in on you at bedtime.” The door would 
slam on her last words . . . not even a goodbye pat on the head. I used to hunger 
for just the touch of her. 

I thought my mother was beautiful. She was tall, slim, nice curvy figure, good 
hair and the prettiest light brown eyes. She seldom smiled but when she did it 
made me feel like crying. It was such a sad, tired smile. 1 knew she was 
lonesome like I was and I used to dream that a rich, good man would 
fall in love with her, marry her and then she (Continued on Page 51) 














..-1 was jealous of my father. 
I wanted his wife. | wanted her 
so bad that it left a bitter taste in 
my mouth... 
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This was an unholy triangle. 
Cliff married Marge, 19 years 
younger than he was. Cliff, Jr., 
fellin love with her and wanted 
her bad . . . until he discovered 
she loved a field-hand named 
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Bearded cool stars, Percy Heath (1), John 
Lewis talk shop with record manufacture 
Dick Bock (c). 


At a Chicago jazz emporium, a noted 

cool musician stopped in the middle 
of a number and lashed into his aud: 
ence. Casting aspersions on the upbring- 
ing of the patrons, he modulated into @ 
lecture on the evils of too much whisky 
and hilarity, ended finally on a discor 
dant note. “If you people want to talk, go 
home!” a 





Brilliant pianist John Lewis is one of most 


fampeter Miles Davis, like most cool mu- 
ijans, can relax in crowded, noisy night 
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Hot vibraphonist Lionel Hampton works himself into frenzy of 
enthusiasm while leading band. Cool musicians frown on emotional 
display. 


Shocked into resentful silence, the 
jolly Saturday night crowd suffered the 
insult with an air of clinical good cheer. 
“After all,” one barfly explained, “the 
cool ones are slightly daffy.” 

A few months later in a New York 
cub, another cool jazz giant put more 
ite on the fire. Returning to the night 
cub circuit after an extended retreat 


highly-regarded composers of cool school. 





Cool 


from the harsh reality of everyday life, 
he disdainfully ignored requests, * re- 
fused to speak to his fans, pushed away 
autograph-hunters. Lumbering to the 
piano, he pounded away at a set of baf- 
fling, weird numbers, pausing occasion- 
ally to address his audience as “human 
beings.” 

A series of similar incidents, which 


Co-founder of bop school, Theolonius 
Monk, still plays abstract music which only 
few understand. 


vibraphonist Milt Jackson plays with introverted 
thoughtfulness, avoids exhibitionism, theatrical gestures and 


gimmicks. 


faithful fans have seized upon, imitated 
and magnified, has given rise to a 
widely-held impression that the “cool 
ones” are not quite all there. Fiercely 
independent, hostile to the demands of 
commercial music, ever mindful of per- 
sonal integrity, some members of the 
ultra-progressive wing of modern jazz go 
out of their way to lend weight to this 
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What about these “cool cats?” Are they really creating 


so quietly. 





new music? In a rather cool style. the writer takes 


the cool cats apart and tells you what makes them tick 





Avant-garde spectators (above), listening quietly to progressive jazz offerings of drum- 
mer Max Roach, present marked contrast to frenzied hot jazz fans (below). Some writers 
say cool cats, who like “listening jazz,” are responsible for drop in dancing fans. 


Perched in alcove at Newport Jazz festi 
spectator applauds with restraint. 
fans dislike stomping, ‘shouting. 


impression. 

Analyzed by psychiatrists (who s 
they are “fleeing reality”), attacked ly 
hot musicians (who call them “zom 
bies”) and idolized by a growing nut 
ber of young jazz fans, cool musiciats 
are riding the crest of an unprecedented 
wave of interest in “listening jam’ 
Their music, in stark contrast to the ho, 
blood-pounding jazz that came out d 
the bordellos of New Orleans, is subtle, 
introspective and thoughtful—in a worl 
cool. The musicians are unemotiontl 
relaxed and intellectual—in two words 
real cool. 

A reaction against the “excesses” d 
hot jazz, cool music frankly appeals # 
the head and heart, rather than the fag ™ 








figinal model of cool man, Lester Y oung, 

iho is fond of cats, hides behind hat in 

shot (Ll). He influenced most modern 
jazz stars. 


and gonads. Hot jazz was and is happy, 
extroverted. Hot musicians like Lionel 
Hampton grunt, sweat, join in the mer- 
riment and let themselves go. Cool jazz, 
in contrast, is subdued, introverted. Cool 
musicians like vibraphonists Milt Jack- 
son go about their tasks with all the 
exuberance of a CPA reading an annual 
audit. Like most cool musicians, Milt 
frowns on emotional display. “I con- 
centrate on my music,” he says. “I 
don’t aim to make people laugh. I can’t 
jump around and won't. I perform to be 
heard, not seen.” 

This detached, impersonal air is often 
carried over into non-musical relation- 
ships. Coolness thus becomes a state of 
mind, a way of life. Psychologists pur- 


port to see in this a flight from the harsh 
realities of everyday life. Some musi- 
cians agree. Lester Young, the famous 
“president” of tenor players and the 
original model of cool cats, says: “The 
world stinks, and I don’t want it to 
bruise me more than it has.” His aver- 
sions to personal contact with people is 
so pronounced that he invariably spends 
intermission periods sipping Scotch in 
solitary serenity. 

Young and his followers are eagerly 
copied. Cool music and the attendant 
cool attitude toward life have spawned 
a whole generation of cool cats, whose 
uniform is the padless Brooks Brothers 
suit, whose code is refrigerated indif- 
ference, whose pass-word is, “Cool, man, 


Peeling banana with mock seriousness, 
Dizzy Gillespie displays comical touch that 
was misinterpreted by many critics of new 


music. 


cool.” They never even talk hot. 

Dated now are the thirtyish crowd 
who still go to clubs to drink and make 
merry. The new ritual demands quiet, 
sober attention; polite applause and a 
serious, lecture-room demeanor. Hot 
fans who jump up and shout, “Go, man, 
go!” are rewarded with hostile glances 
and sometimes uncool violence. 

An outgrowth of the modern jazz 
movement originally called bop, cool 
jazz has been called a social and musical 
rebellion. Historically, it is but another 
link in the long chain of jazz evolution 
from Dixieland, to swing to bop. The 
boppers expanded the horizons of jazz 
by extending the melodic (Continued on 

Page 78) 










I'm Jean... 


Sweet, gentle twin sister 
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JR YEARS, people have been going 
around making the wise statement 
that love can make you do anything. 

They scarcely ever talk about what 
hate can make a person do. In fact, most 
people never know about the deep-down 
ugliness of hate until it touches them or 
someone close to them. 

| can tell you about that kind of 
ugliness. 

For most of my life, I’ve been pos- 
sessed with the devil of hatred. That’s 
why | know that there is no more com- 
pletely self-destroying, vicious feeling in 
the power of human beings than deep- 
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seated, bitter envy and jealousy; no one 
single characteristic which can author so 
much genuine grief for him who hates 
and for the victim of his hatred. 

Up until very recently, I despised and 
resented my sweet, gentle twin sister Joan 
so utterly that her violent death would 
have brought me great glee and secret 
joy. I would have walked off from the 
bank of a river, leaving her to drown 
and thrilling to her piteous cries for help. 
I wanted to push her off a cliff, shove her 
in the path of an onrushing car. I wanted 
Joan to die—and to die horribly. 

Think I need a psychiatrist? Well, 
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perhaps I did two or three weeks ago. 
But, just as I was on the verge of totally 
giving in to my twisted passion, I learned 
a powerful lesson which I will not forget 
for a lifetime. 

I learned that hate is a sissy emotion 
compared to love. I learned that a tiny 
drop of true love can be the antidote for 
great doses of hate. And I learned that 
lesson, thanks to Joan herself. 

Maybe you think I’m going to try # 
explain away or justify my sin by delr 
ing back into my early life to show why 
I hated Joan almost from the time I could 
walk. Maybe you think I’m going to td 
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you that my parents favored her, that 
people paid her more attention, that she, 
Joan Clark, always got the best things 
out of life while I, Jean, was ignored, 
rejected. 

Well, you’ve got another thought com- 
ing. 

I’m not setting down my terrible story 
on paper to justify myself or to analyze 
myself into pardon from Heaven and my 
fellow-man. I’m setting down a guilty 
confession and blaming no one but my- 
self. That is the way it is and that is the 
way I am going to tell it. 

Anything else would be a lie, pure and 







simple. And I don’t have to add to an 
already remarkable record of unworthi- 
ness to soothe myself into false forgive- 
ness. The truth is that Joan was no 
prettier than I, that she got no better 
breaks out of life, that I have no basis 
for claiming any discrimination favoring 
her against me. We are twins and the 
love that Dad and Mom bestowed upon 
us, from the day of our birth until now, 
was identical. They showered us with the 
same kindness, consideration and atten- 
tion, bought us the same type of clothes, 
devoted themselves with an almost un- 
believable impartiality to our happiness. 


n was no prettier than 
t no better breaks out of life 
1 can’t claim any discrimination favor- 


, 
ler against me. 


I said that Joan was no prettier than 
I. That’s not exactly true. 

Physically, we demonstrated the accu- 
racy of that old cliche—“two peas in a 
pod.” But spiritually, we were as mis- 
matched as it was possible for two people 
to be. 

Do you believe that there are folks who 
are born “pure evil”? I do. And that 
was me. Then again, maybe that’s an- 
other theory I’m using to try to excuse 
myself. Nine chances out of ten, God 
doesn’t send humans forth into the world 
cursed with evilness from birth. I don’t 
know how to (Continued on Page 68) 
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Nice Girls Can Be Delinquent 
By 


Dr. Walter A. Adams 


PERHAFS NO WORD in the English language is used more loosely than “nice.” Among 

the many meanings are: fastidious, refined, discriminating, subtle, punctilious, pleasing, 
agreeable, properly modest, and well-mannered. Although it is true that some religious en- 
thusiasts think that all people are good, and one poet wrote: “There is so much good in the 
worst of us and so much bad in the best of us, it hardly behooves any of us to talk about 
the rest of us,” nevertheless, in a moralistic society which separates the sheep from the goats, 
nice girls would seem to be the sheep. 

Juvenile delinquency is on the increase in our society. It is often the beginning of an adult 
criminal career. An occasional social error on the part of the child, even if it involves the 
probation or juvenile officer, does not necessarily put him in the category of a juvenile de- 
linquent. Delinquency is a legal term which ‘indicates that the juvenile has crystallized atti- 
tudes of defiance of his parents and social authority to the extent that he habitually commits 
anti-social acts with wantonness, deliberance, or indifference. These range from illegitimacy, 
promiscuity, theft, shop-lifting, drug addiction, check passing, alcoholism, forgery, truancy 
from home or school, irregular and late hours, night prowling, etc. 

Much can be said about the nice girl and delinquency, and there could be many defini- 
tions of the nice girl: more accurate than many, we note that she probably comes from a 
respectable family. She is virtuous, discreet, obedient to her parents, gracious to her friends, 
studious and hard-working, and she has good manners. A large number of people stray 
from their family’s teachings and from their earlier “good” ways and become “black sheep”. 
Some of these turn out to be drug addicts, alcoholics, prostitutes, criminals, or behave in 
some other anti-social manner. It is usually a mystery as to why this happens, and such de- 
viant conduct causes shame to relatives. These girls are distinguished from those whose 
mother, Aunt, grandmother, sisters or brothers were shady people. 

Why does the “black sheep” fail to identify with the goodness and respectability of the 
family? In addition to temptations, is there an element of hostile defiance and rejection of 
the family’s standards? The “bad” girl may be naturally bad because her consistent training 
has led in that direction plus the fact that the models help us to (Continued on Page 76) 
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I WAS TIRED, dead beat and my 

shoulders sagged when I climbed out 
of my old bus and turned up the side- 
walk to the front door. My arms ached 
from lifting hundred-pound kegs of 
nails, my legs throbbed from bracing to 
pull back on hand trucks loaded with 
bales of burlap. I was dirty and sweaty 
and wanted a shower first and then a 
chair to collapse in. Warehouse work is 
back breaking but I didn’t intend to 
spend the rest of my life at it. I was 
twenty-eight and just a year out of the 
army. | meant to save enough working 
twelve hours a day to tide June and I 
over the two more years of school that 
w make me a draftsman. 

June was waiting for me at the door 
looking gmst like the wife I’d always 
dreame having. She was tan and 
lovely and dressed in a playsuit she 
hardly look er seventeen years. In 
spite of my tifédness, I wanted to catch 
her in my arms and smother her with 
kisses, to pick hg@jup and carry her 
into our bedroom.“But when I reached 
for her she eluded my grasp. 

“Darling, you’re fing get cleaned 
up right away. The kids: are coming by 
to take uc to the beach. You won’t have 
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time for dinner so I’ve fixed you a pea- 
nut butter sandwich and a glass of 
milk.” 

“Good Lord, honey, we’re not going 
out again tonight are we?” 

“Of course we are. Don’t you remem- 
ber? We’re all driving down to the 
amusement park . . . Ted, Sue, Ron and 
all the gang. Ted promised to take me 
on the roller coaster.” 

“But June, I’m tired and hungry and 
I want...” I tried to put my arm 
around her but she pulled away. 

“You'll get my playsuit all messed 
up. Hurry up with your shower or you 
won't have time for your sandwich.” 

I turned away hurt and angry. It 
wasn’t just that she didn’t want me to 
muss her clothes, I thought, it’s that my 
caresses bore her. It seemed like almost 
the only time she was in my arms was 
when we were dancing. She even seemed 
to prefer dancing with someone else. 

While I was in the shower June came 
into the bedroom and sat on the bed 
holding my sandwich and milk. S pt 


up a rapid fire of chatter about her day’s 
activities while I shaved..Sue Abbott 
was going away to coll Fred Rice 


had a new hotrod that was really 









dreamy, and she had bought the mq 
wonderful album of records by the | 
swoon sensation. 

“How much did they cost?” I a 
glumly as I thought about the bank 
count which meant our whole future, 
remembered the three dresses she 
just had to have earlier in the week. — 

“Now don’t be an old square, Dar 
You'll love them. We'll have the 
gang in tomorrow or the next night 
hear them.” 

“Now look, June,” I said standin 
the bathroom door with shaving c 
still on my face. “I work hard 
can’t possibly be running out or ha’ 
people in every night.” 

She looked at me surprised and t 
said seriously, “But, Dan, what wo 
we do if we didn’t go out?” 

I shook my head. Sometimes I di 
know what to make of this girl I 
married less than a year ago. She h 
been a freshman in high school whe 
went overseas and the first time I 
seep her on my return I had fallen 
h e a ton of bricks. 

“Have you ever heard of just sittiz 
home for an evening . . . just the two 
ybe watching television 
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I let Alice talk me into eatin g and afterward, as we sat smol 
ing in the living room, | began to feel much better. Whether 
it was the food or Alice's 


some of the great cold lump within me melted a little 


understanding compantonsnatp, 
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MARRIED 





something?” 

She made a face. “If that’s what you 
want to do. But it sure sounds dull.” 

“I might make it a little exciting for 
you,” I said grinning. 

“Oh you. Don’t be so. . .” she blushed. 
“That’s all you ever think about.” 

I walked over and took her by the 
shoulders. “No, it isn’t. But did it ever 
occur to you that married people are 
supposed to think about things like that 
sometimes?” 

She shrugged. “I suppose so,” she said 
indifferently. 

My fingers dug into her shoulders as 
I shook her gently. “Now look, sweet- 
heart, I’'d like to stay home just one 
night a week. Just one night when I 
could maybe have a hot meal and then 
sit and read fie paper or watch TV. I 


I guess I’m just tired. We'll have the 
gang in tomorrow night or whenever 
you want.” 

She smiled and wiped away the tears 
sparkling on her cheek. “Oh that’s nice. 
I want them to meet mother as soon as 
possible.” 

My mouth fell open. “You what?” 

“Mother will be here tomorrow after- 
noon.” 

“That’s swell, June, but why didn’t you 
tell me?” I had met June’s mother, Alice 
Turner, only once and that had been at 
our wedding. Ever since her husband’s 
death she had made a living for them 
both as sales representative for a New 
York firm of garment-makers. Most of 
her time was spent on the road and June 
had lived with an aunt while attending 
school. 


Attracted by a shapely figure, Danny married 


Alice’s daughter June. After June proved to be 


too fast for him, and too much of a child for 


marriage, he got hitched to his ex-mother-in-law! 


might even have a bottle of beer.” 

“Well, how about tomorrow night 
then,” she said with a pout. “We'll have 
the gang in the next night.” 

I let go of her and sighed. “Don’t you 
ever want to be alone with mé? Do we 
have to have them over?” 

“Don’t you like my friends?” she 
demanded. 

“Of course I do. They’re a nice bunch 
of kids but that’s just what they are... 
kids.” 

“Well, if you’re so old why don’t you 
have some friends of your own. What 
about the ones you went to school 
with?” 

“The people I went to school with are 
all settled down rearing families and not 
running around the streets in hotrods.” 

June looked hurt and her brown eyes 
were wet. “I don’t know why you have 
to talk to me like that. After all you were 
the one who wanted to get married 
right away. I wanted to have some fun 
first. I just got out of high school when 
you came along and I never had a 
chance to have any good times.” 

I put my arm around her. I couldn’t 
bear to see her cry. “Honey, I’m sorry. 


“I forgot. Don’t you want her to stay 
with us?” 

“Sure, sure. I liked what little I saw 
of her at the wedding. How long is she 
going to stay?” 

“Well . . . you know I’ve missed her 
so much and when I wrote and told her 
about it she said she’d try to find some- 
thing to do here in town. We have the 
extra bedroom and she’s going to stay 
right here with us.” 

“But June, I...” 

“She took a job with a department 
store and it isn’t nearly as good as the 
one she had but . . .” 

I gave up and sat down to eat my 
sandwich and drink my milk. Just then 
a horn blew outside and we hurried out. 
I had exactly one bite of my sandwich. 

We had a big evening throwing balls 
at bottles, riding silly contraptions and 
dancing in a hot, crowded, beach ball- 
room. When we did get home I couldn’t 
sleep for thinking about June and my 
mother-in-law who was coming to live 
with us. 

Alice Turner had been fifteen when 
June was born and she looked more like 
her older sister than her mother. She 





















was only a little older than I and slightly 
more sophisticated, not at all like the 
mothers-in-law guys tell jokes about, 





_ Right from the start we got along swell, 


We even surprised ourselves. 


LITTLE over a week after she ar. 

rived I came home one night to find 
a cold bottle of beer waiting for me op 
the small table beside my chair, the eve. 
ning paper still unfolded on its arm and 
my slippers ready in front of it. I was 
surprised but awfully pleased for | 
thought that June was finally changing 
into a real wife. Then I smelled the deli. 
cious aroma of food coming from the 
kitchen and guessed the truth. Alice was 
home preparing dinner. I should have 
realized June wouldn’t have changed that 
fast. 





I showered and changed and had just 
eased myself down into the chair and 
let the first few sips of beer slide past 
my lips when I heard laughter outside 
and June came in with Jim Rice and Ted 
Bradley trailing at her heels as usual. 

“Hi, Danny,” June’s greeting was per 
functory. “We were down at Thompson’ 
drug store and I kind of forgot what 
time it was. I’ll start dinner.” She pausel 
and sniffed. “Oh, mother’s already fixed 
it. That’s good ’cause the boys are stay: 
ing to eat and then we’re all going tos 
movie afterwards.” 

“The movies?” I protested, “But, 
June, tonight’s the Green Bay, Cleveland 
game on TV and I’ve been looking for 
ward to it.” 

“You can stay home if you want. Jim 
and Fred will take me.” She put a hand 
on each of their arms as she said it and 
they grinned their willingness. I scowl 
at them. 

“June, I’m not sure I approve . . s 

“You’re not going to keep me home 
just because you’re an old stick-in-the 
mud, are you?” 

“June, please,” Alice said from 
doorway into (Continued on Page 65) 
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When Your 
Child Reaches 
The ‘Why’ Stage 


HERE DOES the rain 
from?” “Why does the sun go to 
bed at night?” 


come 


Children learn by asking questions, a 
form of growth that is rough on grown- 
ups. If they don’t run out of patience, 
they are almost certain to use up their 
voice. 


Once upon a time a maddening re- 
sponse was, “To make little girls ask 
questions.” Now keen parents are get- 
ting away from that frustrating reply, 
patiently trying to answer even though 
it does try their souls. Psychologists have 
some helpful tips on coping with this 
“why” stage of development. 


At bedtime comes the delaying action 
—the stream of questions put forth 
solely to postpone the final moment when 
lights and adults go out. Since Junior’s 
whole campaign is designed to get his 
parents to change their minds about bed- 
time, parental response and discipline 
should be consistent. 


Questions that interrupt adult con- 
versation may be a sly bid for attention. 
Usually no answer is expected, but the 
child will settle for a hug or a few 
personal words before being sent off to 


play. 


Another shrewd form of attack may 
be downright embarrassing: Things 
Junior has figured out to ask when his 
parents are visiting friends. “We’ll talk 
about that when we get home,” is a good 
solution—when it works. 


Parents who ponder and analyze come 
to realize that the amount a child wants 
to hear varies with his age, often per- 
haps with his mood. They know that 
proper answers help to build the child’s 
vocabulary along with his knowledge. 
They know, too, that questions treated 
with understanding build respect and 
mutual confidence. 
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Mrs. Dan Gerber 


Half the fun of making New Year's reso- 
lutions is breaking them, they say. But 
no one will deny that these self-promises 
(lived up to or not) are good for the 
soul. However, they’re more apt to be 
kept if you don’t aim for the impossible. 
How about suggestions like these? 


I shall try to remember that: 

My baby has rights — and that loving 
away lonesomeness is more important 
than rearranging the kitchen cupboard. 


My husband has rights — and deserves 
a full share of attention too! (And I'll 
not neglect those little primp-ups that 
make him proud of me.) 


I have rights —and will make the 
budget stretch to include a baby sitter 
periodically. 


Inside story. Do hoard gay gift- 
wrappings. They make such cheerful, 
colorful drawer liners for baby’s ward- 
robe chest. 





Undercover story. A sprinkling of 
baby’s powder under those drawer- 
liners will lend a pleasant fragrance to 
baby’s togs. 


No matter what the season, your baby 
can always enjoy good-tasting, fresh- 
flavored fruits and vegetables. Gerber 
Strained Peaches or Apricots, say. 
Succulent Strained Squash or Creamed 
Spinach, for instance. Because Gerber 
Strained Fruits and Vegetables are 
picked and packed at the peak of their 
growing seasons. Naturally they’re care- 
fully cleaned and specially cooked to 


P / 
Babies are our business... G 
our only business! 








HINTS COLLECTED 
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preserve true-to-nature flavors and eye- 
appealing colors — as well as wholesome 
food values. Your choice of 9 luscious 
fruits — 9 tasty vegetables. 


Have you tried a spoonful of Gerber 
Strained Egg Yolks as a sunny, creamy 
topping for one of baby’s green vege- 
tables? Delicious! 


Timely comment. These wintry days, 
the best time to air your little heir (or 
heiress) is between 10 A.M. and 2 P.M. 
Daily excursions should not be skipped 
except in unusually bad weather. 





Basic idea. All through the early years, 
cereals are basic in the infant menu. 
Gerber Cereals are specially prepared 
to suit the likes and needs of little ones. 
Rice, Barley, Oatmeal and Cereal Food 
(a mixed cereal) provide bland but dis- 
tinctive flavors that appeal to young taste 
buds. All four have the creamy texture 
that feels especially pleasant. You simply 
add milk, formula or other liquids — stir 
to smoothness and serve. From a nutri- 
tional standpoint — each one is fortified 
with blood-building iron, bone-building 
calcium and important B-vitamins to 
more than whole grain value. 


Gerber Cereals come in large-size pack- 
ages with handy, spill-proof pouring 
spout. Or in the small-size, 4 in 1 “Quad” 
package, so baby can enjoy variety. 


Can’t you picture it! If you would like 
a print of the Gerber Baby, suitable 
for framing, just send 10¢ (to cover 
cost of handling) to Mrs. Dan Gerber, 
Dept. TA1-6,Fremont, Mich. 


xerber. 
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something?” 

She made a face. “If that’s what you 
want to do. But it sure sounds dull.” 

“I might make it a little exciting for 
you,” I said grinning. 

“Oh you. Don’t be so . . .” she blushed. 
“That’s all you ever think about.” 

I walked over and took her by the 
shoulders. “No, it isn’t. But did it ever 
occur to you that married people are 
supposed to think about things like that 
sometimes?” 

She shrugged. “I suppose so,” she said 
indifferently. 

My fingers dug into her shoulders as 
I shook her gently. “Now look, sweet- 
heart, I’d like to stay home just one 
night a week. Just one night when I 
could maybe have a hot meal and then 
sit and read fie paper or watch TV. I 





I guess I’m just tired. We'll have the 
gang in tomorrow night or whenever 
you want.” 

She smiled and wiped away the tears 
sparkling on her cheek. “Oh that’s nice. 
I want them to meet mother as soon as 
possible.” 

My mouth fell open. “You what?” 

“Mother will be here tomorrow after- 
noon.” 

“That’s swell, June, but why didn’t you 
tell me?” I had met June’s mother, Alice 
Turner, only once and that had been at 
our wedding. Ever since her husband’s 
death she had made a living for them 
both as sales representative for a New 
York firm of garment-makers. Most of 
her time was spent on the road and June 
had ijived with an aunt while attending 
school. 


Attracted by a shapely figure, Danny married 


Alice’s daughter June. After June proved to be 


too fast for him, and too much of a child for 


marriage, he got hitched to his ex-mother-in-law! 


might even have a bottle of beer.” 

“Well, how about tomorrow night 
then,” she said with a pout. “We'll have 
the gang in the next night.” 

I let go of her and sighed. “Don’t you 
ever want to be alone with mé? Do we 
have to have them over?” 

“Don’t you like my friends?” she 
demanded. 

“Of course I do. They’re a nice bunch 
of kids but that’s just what they are... 
kids.” 

“Well, if you’re so old why don’t you 
have some friends of your own. What 
about the ones you went to school 
with?” 

“The people I went to school with are 
all settled down rearing families and not 
running around the streets in hotrods.” 

June looked hurt and her brown eyes 
were wet. “I don’t know why you have 
to talk to me like that. After all you were 
the one who wanted to get married 
right away. I wanted to have some fun 
first. I just got out of high school when 
you came along and I never had a 
chance to have any good times.” 

I put my arm around her. I couldn’t 
bear to see her cry. “Honey, I’m sorry. 


“I forgot. Don’t you want her to stay 
with us?” 

“Sure, sure. I liked what little I saw 
of her at the wedding. How long is she 
going to stay?” 

“Well . . . you know I’ve missed her 
so much and when I wrote and told her 
about it she said she’d try to find some- 
thing to do here in town. We have the 
extra bedroom and she’s going to stay 
right here with us.” 

“But June, I...” 

“She took a job with a department 
store and it isn’t nearly as good as the 
one she had but .. .” 

I gave up and sat down to eat my 
sandwich and drink my milk. Just then 
a horn blew outside and we hurried out. 
I had exactly one bite of my sandwich. 

We had a big evening throwing balls 
at bottles, riding silly contraptions and 
dancing in a hot, crowded, beach ball- 
room. When we did get home I couldn’t 
sleep for thinking about June and my 
mother-in-law who was coming to live 
with us. 

Alice Turner had been fifteen when 
June was born and she looked more like 
her older sister than her mother. She 





was only a little older than I and slightly 
more sophisticated, not at all like the 
mothers-in-law guys tell jokes about, 
Right from the start we got along swell, 
We even surprised ourselves. 


























LITTLE over a week after she ar. 

rived I came home one night to find 
a cold bottle of beer waiting for me on 
the small table beside my chair, the eve. 
ning paper still unfolded on its arm and 
my slippers ready in front of it. | was 
surprised but awfully pleased for | 
thought that June was finally changing 
into a real wife. Then I smelled the deli- 
cious aroma of food coming from the 
kitchen and guessed the truth. Alice was 
home preparing dinner. I should have 
realized June wouldn’t have changed that 
fast. 




















I showered and changed and had just 
eased myself down into the chair and 
let the first few sips of beer slide pas 
my lips when I heard laughter outside 
and June came in with Jim Rice and Ted 
Bradley trailing at her heels as usual. 

“Hi, Danny,” June’s greeting was per 
functory. “We were down at Thompson’ 
drug store and I kind of forgot what 
time it was. I’ll start dinner.” She paused 
and sniffed. “Oh, mother’s already fixed 
it. That’s good ’cause the boys are stay: 
ing to eat and then we're all going tos 
movie afterwards.” 

“The movies?” I protested, “But 
June, tonight’s the Green Bay, Cleveland 
game on TV and I’ve been looking for 
ward to it.” 

“You can stay home if you want. Jim 
and Fred will take me.” She put a han 
on each of their arms as she said it and 
they grinned their willingness. I scowlel 
at them. 

“June, I’m not sure I approve ..- 

“You’re not going to keep me homt 
just because you’re an old stick-in-the 
mud, are you?” 

“June, please,” Alice said from 
doorway into (Continued on Page 65) 
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When Your 
Child Reaches 
The ‘Why’ Stage 


“i HERE DOES the rain come 
from?” “Why does the sun go to 
bed at night?” 


Children learn by asking questions, a 
form of growth that is rough on grown- 
ups. If they don’t run out of patience, 
they are almost certain to use up their 
voice. 


Once upon a time a maddening re- 
sponse was, “To make little girls ask 
questions.” Now keen parents are get- 
ting away from that frustrating reply, 
patiently trying to answer even though 
it does try their souls. Psychologists have 
some helpful tips on coping with this 
“why” stage of development. 


At bedtime comes the delaying action 
—the stream of questions put forth 
solely to postpone the final moment when 
lights and adults go out. Since Junior’s 
whole campaign is designed to get his 
parents to change their minds about bed- 
time, parental response and discipline 
should be consistent. 


Questions that interrupt adult con- 
versation may be a sly bid for attention. 
Usually no answer is expected, but the 
child will settle for a hug or a few 
personal words before being sent off to 


play. 


Another shrewd form of attack may 
be downright embarrassing: Things 
Junior has figured out to ask when his 
parents are visiting friends. “We’ll talk 
about that when we get home,” is a good 
solution—when it works. 


Parents who ponder and analyze come 
to realize that the amount a child wants 
to hear varies with his age, often per- 
haps with his mood. They know that 
proper answers help to build the child’s 
vocabulary along with his knowledge. 
They know, too, that questions treated 
with understanding build respect and 
mutual confidence. 














Mrs. Dan Gerber 


Half the fun of making New Year's reso- 
lutions is breaking them, they say. But 
no one will deny that these self-promises 
(lived up to or not) are good for the 
soul. However, they’re more apt to be 
kept if you don’t aim for the impossible. 
How about suggestions like these? 


I shall try to remember that: 

My baby has rights — and that loving 
away lonesomeness is more important 
than rearranging the kitchen cupboard. 


My husband has rights — and deserves 
a full share of attention too! (And Ill 
not neglect those little primp-ups that 
make him proud of me.) 


I have rights—and will make the 
budget stretch to include a baby sitter 
periodically. 


Inside story. Do hoard gay gift- 
wrappings. They make such cheerful, 
colorful drawer liners for baby’s ward- 
robe chest. 





Undercover story. A sprinkling of 
baby’s powder under those drawer- 
liners will lend a pleasant fragrance to 
baby’s togs. 


No matter what the season, your baby 
can always enjoy good-tasting, fresh- 
flavored fruits and vegetables. Gerber 
Strained Peaches or Apricots, say. 
Succulent Strained Squash or Creamed 
Spinach, for instance. Because Gerber 
Strained Fruits and Vegetables are 
picked and packed at the peak of their 
growing seasons. Naturally they’re care- 
fully cleaned and specially cooked to 


Babies are our business... 
our only business! 
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“BABY FOODS 





HINTS COLLECTED 
BY MRS. DAN GERBER 
MOTHER OF FIVE 


ta 


preserve true-to-nature flavors and eye- 
appealing colors — as well as wholesome 
food values. Your choice of 9 luscious 
fruits — 9 tasty vegetables. 


Have you tried a spoonful of Gerber 
Strained Egg Yolks as a sunny, creamy 
topping for one of baby’s green vege- 
tables? Delicious! 


Timely comment. These wintry days, 
the best time to air your little heir (or 
heiress) is between 10 A.M. and 2 P.M. 
Daily excursions should not be skipped 
except in unusually bad weather. 





Basic idea. All through the early years, 
cereals are basic in the infant menu. 
Gerber Cereals are specially prepared 
to suit the likes and needs of little ones. 
Rice, Barley, Oatmeal and Cereal Food 
(a mixed cereal) provide bland but dis- 
tinctive flavors that appeal to young taste 
buds. All four have the creamy texture 
that feels especially pleasant. You simply 
add milk, formula or other liquids — stir 
to smoothness and serve. From a nutri- 
tional standpoint — each one is fortified 
with blood-building iron, bone-building 
calcium and important B-vitamins to 
more than whole grain value. 


Gerber Cereals come in large-size pack- 
ages with handy, spill-proof pouring 
spout. Or in the small-size, 4 in 1 “Quad” 
package, so baby can enjoy variety. 


Can’t you picture it! If you would like 
a print of the Gerber Baby, suitable 
for framing, just send 10¢ (to cover 
cost of handling) to Mrs. Dan Gerber, 
Dept. TA1-6,F remont, Mich. 
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oe the oa Year right 
with bf lon ETE ER skin 


RICE 
Find new joy and popularity in the 
New Year with a lovelier complex- 
ion. Start today using Black and 
White Bleaching Cream as directed 
and watch your dull, dark, drab- 
looking skin take on a new lighter, 
brighter, softer, smoother look. Its 
bleaching action works effectively 
inside skin. Modern science knows 
no faster way of lightening skin. 
Get Black 
and White 
Bleaching 
Cream 
at all drug 


Stree AND WHITE 


BLEACHING CREAM 


Helps 
Heal 


MINOR 


CUTS 
‘ae 2OG 





BURNS °@ CHAFE e 
BRUISES e 
Skin Irritations... 


A Soothing Dressing - 





Written by a well-known physician, this 

educational booklet gives true facts about 

Sex Harmony. Con in 

formation on 

zones, technique of ma 

control of premature male c 

plains how husband and wife can enjoy 

perfect mutual satisfaction. Every mar- 

ried couple should read A Doctor Dis- 

cusses Sex —- Write bow P pee copy 

+ smd on a = ve money guaran- 
Onl: We pay postag 


FRANKWELL CO., P. 0. Box 120 
Main Office, Union City, N. J. 
booklet “‘A Doctor 


is Send 
Sex Harmony,” by sealed first class mail, 
money back guarantee. I am over 21 





TEEN 
TALK 


By Jane Walters 


H! KIDS, the holiday party season is 
in full swing now, and even though 
you aren’t making your debut in a swirl- 
ing cloud of frothy white tulle, it’s time 
to start thinking about that bid to the 
season’s first formal. So, young ladies 
and young gentlemen everywhere, begin 
your plans now for that very special 
formal party and make it one of your 
biggest, splashiest social highlights of 
the old year or the beginning of the new. 
If this will be your first formal, then 
take special care to make it one of the 
happiest nights in your life. With an in- 
vitation in your desk, it’s no wonder 
you re positively breathless with expecta- 
tion. After months and months it has 
finally come true, the boy or girl of your 
dreams has asked you to the coming for- 
mal. Let me explain here that it is per- 
missible for girls to ask a boy to a 
formal party, especially if her club is 
giving the affair. It is up to the boy to 
accept or refuse the invitation with a 
good excuse. 

Whoever you choose or whoever 
chooses you, send up a special prayer to 
your fairy godmother for lots of success. 
However, you, unlike Cinderella, won’t 
have her magic guidance and tutoring, 
but you'll have to depend on your own 
knowledge of fashion and etiquette. If 
such questions as make-up problems, 
what to wear, how to act confront you, 
now is the time to iron out these diffh- 
culties before the big night. 

Strictly speaking to the girls, your 
new formal frock is your first concern. 
Or if it isn’t new, sprinkle it with se- 
quins and possibly a new stole or vari- 
colored skirt and you'll have an almost 
new outfit. Your formal can work magic 
for you if you choose it carefully to suit 
your coloring and your figure. Artificial 
light is known to play havoc with many 
colors after dark, especially the kind of 
light that filters through crepe paper 
streamers. Choose your color with care 
and avoid colors that are too pale and 


“wash” out under artificial lighting. Se- 
lect a color with life and vitality. Rich 
golden yellows are very becoming, any 
of the pinks or reds will certainly hold 
their own too. Turquoise is a popular 
color this season in most shades from 
dark to light. While white is usually 
becoming, it often takes a person with 
vivid coloring and a superb make-up job 
to wear white and look stunning. 

And, girls, please, please leave those 
slinky, long lined frocks for your older 
sisters. Stick to full, bouffant skirts and 
look your age, you'll have more room — 
for dancing and moving around too! 
Accent the fullness of your skirt with © 
several crinoline petticoats. If you have 
only one, try using a white cotton full- 
skirted half-slip, starched stiffly. It gives 
nice support to a crinoline and absorbs 
the stickiness when you sit. Whether 
you want your formal ballerina length 
or long depends on you entirely. Many 
girls like them short because they’re 
easy to manage. Others prefer longer 
gowns because of a more sophisticated 
look. Do wear long evening gloves or 
the short ones. It would be a blunder 
to omit them, and you can always shed 
them later if necessary. 

Don’t let the problem of an evening 
wrap upset you. Perhaps you will bor- 
row one from big sister or a favorite 
aunt. A heavy stole or a simple coat 
worn over the shoulders will suffice for 
school girls. 

Experiment with your make-up before 
the dance. Try cosmetics on your face 
under artificial light at home and be- 
come deft through experience. You'll 
find that it is necessary to wear a little 
rouge because color seems to drain from 
one’s face under the lights playing over 
a dance floor. Eye make-up? Well, if 
you really apply it very carefully to en- 
hance, and not overpower. 

The big night rolls around and even 
the stars shine brighter than ever before. 
Let’s hope your beau is pleased. 
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ACH YEAR New Year’s resolutions are made, and before the 
year ends, many times all of the good intentions have been forgotten. But resolutions 


that involve the health and happiness of our families should be kept above all others. Make 

a resolution now to plan good solid breakfast menus for the entire family. Try new ideas 
and new foods, for breakfast is the most important meal of the day, and every growing child or 
working man or woman needs a tasty, nutritious meal to start the day off right. There is a new 
trend of soup for breakfast, which is delicious and is much better for the health than many other 
things youngsters will eat. Be adventurous with your family and try new menus that 

include soup, and watch the compliments. TAN’s food section 


offers interesting ideas for breakfast menus. a 
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Black silk taffeta blouse has three- 
quarter sleeves that are slightly full, 
with little rhinestone button closing. 


“ 





White silk brocade separates has a 
full skirt, and a bodice with a halter 
neckline. 
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TART THE NEW YEAR off with a smart, festive separates 
outfit. Glittering with the holiday spirit, chic creations will be top news 
for the season when 1956 comes in. 
For the past five years, separates have been growing in popularity. 
They have been designed for all occasions, and every season finds 
a new group, cleverly created to appease feminine vanity. The new crop will 
boast of wonderful fabrics, smart styling, 
and trimmings of all kinds, coordinated to make conversation 






pieces whenever women get together. 






Whether entertaining at home, going to your favorite club or 






making the rounds of gala New Year’s activities, there is an outfit of separates 






that is made to order for the occasion, 






and each one has a new and interesting style or color combination 






that is something to behold. 






Shown is TAN’s selection of sep- 






arates for New Year’s that will 
be an asset to any woman’s ward- 
robe. With the right accessories she 
can be dressed for all the festive 











Gold muted lame blouse has high neck and 








events. 
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Silver lame blouse with long, full sleeves and 
convertible collar, is worn with capri length 
velveteen pants with a lame stripe. 
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cross back strap. It is worn with heavenly 
blue velveteen capri pants. By Joe Fligelman. 





Fabulous gold lame cocktail suit has a front 
embroidered in gold soutache braid, around 
thirty tiny buttons. 






Fretwork motif of this new Sky Top carpet 
by Magee suggests a touch of the East 
Indies. Made of nubby wool yarn and 
smooth cut pile, it is $10.50 a square yard. 
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HE MODE of today’s living is geared 

towards color throughout the home, 
Not only are interiors taking on a” 
brighter hue, but color is also finding its 
way into many unusual places. Small 
appliances such as electric irons and 
mixers are now available in decorator 
colors. Even major appliances show a 
change in “dress” from conventional 7 
white to vivid pastels and unique designs — 
with a feeling of texture that readily — 
blends with counter tops and kitchen” 
floor patterns. These color accents intro- 
duce a cheerful note of “smart living” 
into the home and give the homemaker 
a special feeling of being glamorous. 

The trend today is towards furniture 
with a light, airy feeling, and everything 
is keyed to the brighter side of living. 


Regency’s All-Transistor Pocket Radio 

measures only 5x3x1%4 inches. Available 

in a variety of colors such as red, ivory, 
gray, green and black, it costs $49.50. 


The new Hoover Swirl vacuum cleaner is 
easy to handle, and is perfect for cleaning 
stairs and hard-to-reach corners. Machine 
is budget-priced, has a set of attachments. 
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Brick shapes worked in looped pile, is the 

new Treadway carpet pattern created by 

Magee. Woven of wool, nylon and rayon, 
it is less than $10.00 a square yard. 
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Vernon’s smart “Imperial” pattern lends 
a note of sophistication to any table. 
White mats with silver offset the ebony 
tones of the swirl-patterned dinnerware. 


readily 
kitchen — 








Exquisite new patterns in silverware look 

beautiful with any table setting. Shown 

is International’s “Silver Melody’. Price 
is $32.50 for six-piece place setting. 











The perfect background for today’s furni- 
ture is “Modernesque”, a new pattern in 
Super Sanitas washable wall coverings. 
Comes in white, grey or green backgrounds. 


Pink and black are gay color accents for 
the new Heller “Colorama” collection of 
aluminum canisters. Designer Belle Kogan 
uses color for a feminine touch. Set is $18. 


Radio 
vailable 
, Wwory, 


9.50. 


Bring more color into the home with 
Presto’s steam and dry iron. Irons come in 
beautiful pastel colors of pink, blue, yel- 
low and aqua, and are priced at $17.95. 
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New fish pattern dinnerware by Sascha New automatic ironer by Ironrite, Inc., A new group of pottery designed by Belle 
Brastoff is set off by a fishnet tablecloth. 
Flatware and glassware accessorize the 
California setting. Carson, Roberts, Inc. 


xr Men Only” are these hand-painted 

:peries of unglazed chintz, in a design of 
mous race horses. By Cheney, Greeff & 
available in decorating departments. 





* 


serves as an occasional table, telephone Kogan is called the “Keynote” group. It 

stand or plant stand, when not being used _ comes in gay colors from Roseville Pottery, 
for ironing. Price is $219.95. Inc., and is priced from $2 to $6. 
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The clean, airy design of this Oriental fur- 
He: niture group, styled by Ritts of Los An- 
As appealing as a soft Persian kitten, this eles, lends additional relaxation to any 
fluffy nylon yarn triangular mop by _ /iving room. Furniture is moderately priced. 
O-Cedar comes in pretty pastels with 
matching handles. Priced under $3.50. 


Casual Spinner chairs and Roulette Puff, by Ritts of Los Angeles, is de- 
signed for comfort, and their style lends additional scope to any room 
where the accent is on relaxation. 
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Z fur- 
oe HE WELL SCRUBBED, wholesome look is the favor- 
0 any ite of teen-agers and school kids all across the country, 
priced, and it is exactly what the name implies. It means being on 


extra friendly terms with soap and water and playing favor- 

ites with neither. A fresh complexion is the result of two things 

— internal and external cleanliness. Grooming for teen-agers falls into 
three categories: cleansing, stimulating and protecting. Diet is all im- 
portant and chocolates, colas, sweet drinks, nuts, fried foods, gooey pies 
and cakes should be avoided. Eat plenty of fruits and fresh vegetables 
and drink plenty of milk. Plenty of fresh air and eight hours of sleep 
will produce good health and good looks. 

Teen-agers should not use heavy makeup and powder, but should Tgeest 
stick to a simple routine of soap and water cleansing, followed by 
a good face cream and the right shade of lipstick. Perfumes and 
colognes should be used sparingly, for there is no substitute 
| for a daily bath and deodorant. Nails should be kept clean, 
| shaped and polished with not too bright shades of nail polish. 

The daily use of a hair brush will keep the hair shining and 
| attractive. Clothes should be kept simple, and colors should 
~ coordinate with skin tones. 

Since the healthy bloom of youth is the special foundation 
of a school girl’s beauty, be careful not to jeopardize your well 
| being. If you have any beauty or grooming problems, just drop 

4 note to TAN’s beauty editor. 
































T HERE IS A TREND today toward 
™ soup for breakfast and everyone 
seems to be going along with this trend. 
Actually soup for breakfast is a solid in- 
stitution, for Europeans have adhered to 
this pattern for centuries. Basically, soup 
in the morning supplies all the nutrition- 
al requirements for the strenuous day 


Ever thought of having the gang in for 
brunch! It’s a clever answer to a problem 
that often troubles a hostess faced with a 
tight budget. Everyone enjoys a bowl of 
soup, and your friends will admire your 
yriginality. 
Brunch Menu 
Grapefruit 
Choice of creamy Tomato Soup or 
Beef Noodle Soup 

Frizzled Ham 

Blueberry Muffins 


ahead. The choice of a heavy or light 
soup served hot or cold is an individual 
taste. Recently a medical authority 
pointed out with horror that Americans, 
despite this land of abundance, are 
among the most nutritionally deficient 
people of the world. They either over-eat 
or they don’t eat enough and do not ad- 



























NEW TREND 





here to scientifically well balanced diets. 

Many Americans have come to discard 
the tradition of breakfast, purely from 
habit. They rely on a tiny glass of chilled 
juice, a slab of toast and a gulp of coffee. 
How much better it would be to start 
the day with a cup or bowl of delicious 
hot soup. It may seem a bit dramatic at 


Wise weight-losers know that a balanced 
diet is assurance toward a down beat on 
the bathroom scale. Here is an eye-appeal- 
ing meal that wings below 400 calories, 
but contains plenty of nutrition. 
Dieters’ Menu 
Cream of tomato soup (made with plain 
consomme or skimmed milk) 
Diet Bread Croutons 
Soft boiled egg or poached egg in soup 
Toast (no butter) 
Coffee or Tea (no sugar) 
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first, but try it leisurely and before long 
it will become a must. 

When the family becomes bored with 
repetitious breakfasts, give them a bowl 
of hot soup, anything from delicate con- 


somme to zippy pepper pot. Diversify 
breakfast soups with bits of toast, cereals, 
chopped egg, bacon, ham and cheese. 


When illness sends someone to bed, the 

convenience of tray service is appreciated. 

Invalids will like morning soup because it 

is a “comfort” food ... easy to eat and 

easy to digest. Try it the next time you 

prepare a sickroom breakfast tray. 
Breakfast Tray Menu 

Melon balls with pineapple chunks 

Chicken Noodle Soup 

Toast 

Coffee 


Children are eager to experiment with 
new foods, and if it is a hard job to get 
them to drink milk, try adding it to their 
creamed soups for added nourishment. 
When entertaining, try the new soup kick 
on your club members and friends for 
brunch or luncheon, and for a real fancy 
twist at breakfast, it can be converted 





or 









































into a “piece de resistance,” with a jigger 
of brandy. These soup ideas are all so 
exciting, you will want to try them for 
many occasions. Shown on these pages 
are soup menus that will warm your heart 
and please the entire family. You will 
discover that the family will rate you as 
a culinary genius! 








Winter mornings and hot chowder go to- 
gether, so be original and have the sewing 
club in for a chowder cloche. Start the 
sewing bee with steaming bowls of this 
hearty soup. 

Sewing Club Menu 
Clam Chowder Oyster Crackers 


Sauteed fish fillets with slivered almonds 
Tomato French Toast 
Orange and grapefruit sections in 
grapefruit shells 
Cake 


Coffee 







































The security that springs from 
love is the very heart of our living. 
It is a privilege known only in a 
country such as ours, where men 
and women are free to work for it. 

And when we live up to the 
privilege of taking care of our own, 
we also best take care of our 
country. For the strength of 
America is in its secure homes all 
joined in a common security. 

Let America’s security be found 
in your home! 


Savings Bonds. 


This is all you do. Go to your company’s 
choose the amount you want to 
save—a couple of dollars a payday, or as 
much as you wish. That money will be set 
aside for you before you even draw your 
pay. And automatically invested in United 
States Series “E” Savings Bonds which are 


pay office, 


turned over to you. 


If you can save only $3.75 a week on the 


new mother 


The love that makes a doll her baby is the begin- 
ning of motherhood for a little girl... 
love-giving that will make her strive and fight for 
the security of those she loves as long as she lives. 
Take care of your doll-baby, little girl. It is one of 
the world’s most precious playthings. 


Saving for security is easy—on the Payroll 
Savings Plan for investing in United States 


the start of 






































Plan, in 9 years and 8 months you will have 
$2,137.30. 

U.S. Series “E” Savings Bonds earn in- 
terest at an average of 3% per year, com- 
pounded semiannually, when held to matur- 
ity! And they can go on earning interest 
for as long as 19 years and 8 months if 
you wish. 

Ifyou want your interest as current income, 
ask your banker about 3% Series “H” 
Bonds which pay interest semiannually 
by Treasury check. 


The U.S. Comers does not pay for this advertisement. It is 
donated with the 
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in CUSTOM 
UPHOLSTERY’ 


James Brown, Low-Paid 
Luachroom Attendant, Now 
Successful in His Own Business. 


“UTS Training solved my problem of little 
money, no future. After graduation, I soon 
averaged $85 a week in my own business. Now 
I need larger space for my growing business. 
Without UTS I could never have gotten so 
far so quickly.” 

WHAT DO YOU WANT? Your Own 

Steady Job—Substantial 

Better Future? They're all waiting for for YOU in 
ity Field of Custom Furniture 


\T HOME in sDure time, you can learn this profitable 
trade-—-easily, quickly, just as James Brown and other 
Upholstery Trades School graduates have done. Trained 
upholsterers are scarce. You can earn as you learn to 
make good money all year ‘round at home, in your own 
shop, or in a well-paid job. The practical N. Y. State 
approved UTS course teaches you professional custom 
furniture upholstery, reupholstery, slip cover, furniture 
finishing, repairs; window cornice, cusuion and drapery 
making. Course includes FREE-—Al) professional tools, 
omplete frames, materials and fabrics to make beautiful 
uphoistered furniture and slip covers—you keep or sell. 
FREE BOOK—FREE SAMPLE LESSON 
Ac ccept {nis FREE SAMPLE LESSON—with this lesson which 
you ge REE, you'll be ee to ir the bottoms < 
chairs, yf. en, ag stools, dozens of things 
Accept this DELUXE 36 —— PICTURE BOOK (108 ow 
— a 





trations!) ‘“‘UPHOLSTERY—Your New Way to a $ 

Ty held. = 7 °L7 ways to MAKE MONEY { fetery! 
tuni ie 22 2 in wy 's' 

© ALL ASOUT IT in FREE ~— NO OBIGATION— 


WRITE TODAY! Traini in N. Schoo! also availabie. 
Upholstery Trades Seheot, Dept. “gationos. 721 Broad- 
way, New York 3, WN. Y. 


| APPROVED FOR VETERANS | 
_—— See ey 
Upholstery ¥ Trades { School 
Dept. EA-10 

. 3, MN. Y. 

sn | 
cE SU No obliga- 
tion, No salesman will call. 
O Heme > ON. Y. School 
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FREE SAMPLE LESSONS 








Here’s Up to 


530°°" DAY 


WITH 
GREAT Tailoring Kit 


I’llsend you this 5 
valuable Tailoring Kit ABSOLUTE 
FREE, 80 you can earn good aici 
full time or spare time! This Kit con- 
tains beautiful up-to-the-minute Style 
Display, and over 100 generous-size 
actual Fabric Samples—all the latest 
fine fabrics for high-grade Made-To- é 
Measure Suits and Coatsfor Men and 
Women. No experience needed. Show your 
Tailoring Kit to friends, neighbors, fellow- 
workers, etc., and take their orders... col- 
lect GENEROUS ADVANCE PROFIT. 
I'll also show you how to get your own 
Made-to-Measure Suit WITHOUT A 
PENNY COST! Complete Kit ABSO- 
LUTELY FREE. Mail coupon NOW! 


W. Z. GIBSON, INC., Dept. 1-664 
500 S. Throop St., Chicago 7, Illinois 


Cw. Z. Gibson, Inc., Dept. L-664 i 
| S00 S. Throop St., Chicage 7 1 
big Tailoring ie Kit | 













Raush— Free and Postpaid — valuable 
with actual Fabric Samples, beautiful Style Display, 
complete rege Dene plans and equipment. Alsoshow 





me how I je-to-measure suit for myself with- 
out paying Ic. ] 
Name Age 
Address. 





City. 














Soup & Cereal 
Top a bowl of chicken rice soup with crisp 
cereal, add a glass of milk and fruit to eat 
on the run—that’s a quick -breakfast to 
keep a youngster well stocked for an ac- 
tive winter morning. 


Here is a delicious hot mixture of tomato 
soup, milk and egg for protein and vita 
mins. All are important ingredients for @ 
balanced breakfast to start everybody out 
on the right foot. 


Menu 
Canned pears with prunes 
Cream of tomato soup with egg slices 
Waffled French Toast Honey 
Coffee Tea Milk 











































wouldn’t be lonesome and so tired all the 
me from cleaning other people’s dirt 
}. and I would have a father. 

] guess that was the nicest part of my 
eam—that I would have a father. But 
pearly ten lonely years passed before my 
fream came true. I was almost sixteen 
when Mom met the goodlooking, blustery, 
-to-do Cliff Kenney. And it didn’t hap- 
n exactly like I had dreamed it would 
Mecause Mom fell so madly in love with 
Cliff that he was her whole world. Some- 
times I felt that she forgot I existed. In a 
Sway, though, it was a thousand times better 
me because it was so good to see Mom 
‘uddenly like a young, happy girl. 

And Cliff Kenney was everything I had 
wer dreamed a father would be. Right 
fom the first I was his “doll-baby.” That’s 
t he called me. He was so good to me 
at I didn’t miss my mother’s affections. 
But then I’d never really had her affections 
and they say you can’t miss what you’ve 
never had. 



























ith crisp | “You're my doll-baby, Essie May!” Cliff 
ut to eat § would say, hugging me to him. “Anything 
Wefast to F voy want, just ask for it.” He bought me 
r an ac- 


pretty dresses and under things to go with 
them... 

Every night he would come by my bed- 
toom to say goodnight. Could you blame 
me for thinking he was the most wonderful 
father in the world and that I was the 
kiest girl in the world? The only thing 
t didn’t happen according to my dream 
s—that Mom kept right on working. 
it now she was working for Cliff and she 
seemed to love every minute of it. 

My stepfather owned a little Club on a 
side street on the South side of town. He 
called it the Hotcha Club. There was a 
long bar and six tables. A sort of stage 
iled one corner, with an old upright piano 
it. On Saturday nights Cliff would have 
‘couple of musicians and a singer in to 
ertain. Two girls worked as waitresses. 
helped behind the bar and the other 
at the tables. Right away that was 
What I wanted to be—a waitress in the 


Hotcha. When I told Cliff he said, “A wait- 




















tomato § tes? You'll do better than that! Just 
nd vitae § hurry and grow-up. Cliff has plans for his 
ts fora & baby.” 
ody out “But I want to work here . . . for you,” 
I said. 
He pulled me to him. “Don’t worry,” he 
said, “you’ll work here . . . for me.” 
slices Irelaxed happily. Everything about the 


vey Club thrilled me. I loved the different 
smells and the soft darkness of the place. 

We lived in the two bedrooms and large 
living zoom over the Club, ate our meals 
downstairs in the kitchen. That’s where 
Mom worked—in the kitchen. She had one 
girl helping her but it kept them both 











MY SECRET SHAME 


(Continued from Page 25) 


hopping from 10 o’clock in the morning 
until after midnight, when the Hotcha 
closed. 

Cliff would get up in the mornings and 
wake me. I loved the way he’d wake me 
with a gentle shake. Before Cliff, Mom had 
stood in the door and hollered and I'd al- 
ways awake with a start . . . but not any- 
more! Then Cliff and I would whisper 
together like conspirators so as not to 
wake Mom. 

Oh, I was happy, I tell you! The tight 
knot of loneliness inside me crumbled fast. 
And I was thankful I was pretty because 
the looks of me pleased Cliff so much. He 
was always telling me how pretty I was. 

As time went on he spent more and more 
money on my clothes. And he’d often say: 
“You're really growing up, doll-baby. 
Won’t be long until I'll have me a full- 
grown baby.” 

Sometimes when I’d think of Mom I’d 
feel guilty, Cliff buying me so many things 
and always fussing over me the way he did. 
He never spent money on her. But it 
helped a lot knowing Mom was actually 
happier than she’d ever been in her life. 
Just having Cliff to love was enough for 
her it seemed. 

Often I'd rouse up in the night as they 
came up the stairs and I’d lie awake lis- 
tening to their giggles and scuffling after 
they’d gone to bed. Cliff must love her, I 
thought. He’s so nice to her when they’re 
alone, even if he doesn’t pay much atten- 
tion to her otherwise. Then I’d fall asleep 
wishing that when I awoke in the morning 
I’d be grown-up and could work for Cliff. 

One time when I asked him about it, he 
said: “Won’t be long now.” 

“You mean I can start to work in the 
Club soon?” I said. “Be a waitress?” 


E GAVE ME a long look, from head 

to toe. He was buying me fancier 
dresses now. Low V-necks with tight skirts, 
fluffy, off-the-shoulder blouses with full 
skirts. I wasn’t quite eighteen but Cliff 
said I looked “real grown up.” And I 
guess he was right, too. I was five feet, 
five inches tall, weighed a hundred and 
twelve pounds and wore my hair in a long 
bob. Cliff was proud of my hair. 

“Yes, Doll,” Cliff said, “you might as 
well start to work.” He held up his big 
hand when I let out a little squeal. “But 
you're not going to wait tables.” 

I dropped back. “But what else can I 
do?” I said. 

“You'll be a sort of hostess. Mingle with 
the customers. See that they get good 
service. Let them buy you a drink if they 
want to.” 

A drink?” I was shocked. Cliff would 


never let me taste a thing, not even beer. 
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“Don’t worry, baby. You won’t get 
liquor. You'll get tea. I'll see to that. And 
I'll be there to see that none of them get 
fresh with my doll-baby.” 

It sounded like it was going to be fun. 
“Do you think Mom will care?” I said. 

He threw back his head and laughed. 
“Your mother knows I wouldn’t let anyone 
hurt my baby. Anyway, we made a bargain 
way back—your Mom and I. I take care 
of you and she takes care of me.” 

I believed that all right from the way 
Mom paid less and less attention to me. It 
had gotten so I didn’t try to talk to her 
anymore. If I’d ask her anything she’d say 
impatiently, “Ask Cliff, Essie.” So, I’d ask 
Cliff. But now, the way Cliff was looking 
at me, his eye lids dropping into a silky, 
knowing look, made me feel almost scared. 
The feeling passed quickly, though, as he 
began to talk about what clothes I would 
wear the first day on the job. 

It was even better than I expected, sit- 
ting around in the Hotcha looking pretty, 
smiling and saying a few words with this 
one and that one... everyone but the 
beer-drinkers, that is. “Don’t waste your 
time on them,” Cliff told me, “there’s not 
enough money in beer.” 

Cliffs eyes gleamed with pride as they 
followed me closely and if a man were 
drunk enough to get a little fresh, like 
putting his hand over mine or touching my 
arm, Cliff moved in fast. I watched and 
tried to avoid things like that, because I’d 
seen Cliff angry. Once, for instance, a 
young fellow had had enough liquor to 
make him feel real tough, so tough he 
wanted to fight Cliff. Cliff had taken him 
by the back of the neck, walked him out 
the back entrance. I heard the smashing 
thud of the blows as Cliff worked him over 
in the alley. For days after that I kept 
remembering those sounds. 

Cliff let me work a few days before he 

taught me the old come-on routine. How 
to egg the men on to buy more drinks— 
until they had no more money. How to 
fake the effect of my “tea.” And most im- 
portant of all, to make the good spenders 
want to come back . . . without my giving 
or promising them a thing but smiles and 
a lot of wise chit-chat to keep them laugh- 
ing. 
The thrill of the Hotcha lasted over a 
year before it began to wear off a little. I 
began to wonder, as I watched the men 
stagger out, who was waiting for them at 
home. A wife? Mother? Children... 
maybe? 

But I still loved the Saturday nights 
when the entertainers came in. And Cliff 
was increasingly generous with me, bring- 
ing me more beautiful, expensive gifts. He 
was pleased that the Club was making 
more money but he complained too. “I 
never have enough time anymore to spend 
with my doll-baby,” he’d say. 

However, he never failed to come by my 
room and say good-night just like he al- 
ways had. Only, now, he kissed me and 
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his hands started getting so familiar that 
I had to steel myself to keep from crying 
out against him sometimes . . . and there 
was still the intimate ritual of his awaken- 
ing me each morning which I had thought 
so wonderful seven years ago. Just once I 
tried to talk to Mom about Cliff and she 
shut me up before I got started good. 

I kept reminding myself of all the things 
I had to be thankful for. Many a time I 
saw the girls who came into the Hotcha 
looking me and my clothes over enviously. 
So, I just went along, not thinking of the 
future. I was afraid to, somehow. And 
that’s the kind of rut I was in when Jim 
Rutherford came along. 

He had stopped into the Hotcha for a 
beer that day and I knew I shouldn’t go 
near him because of the way Cliff felt 
about beer-drinkers, but a warm glow went 
through me and I walked toward him as if 
a magnet were pulling me. He had no 
coat on and his sport shirt was open at the 
neck. There was a strand of crinkly hair 
falling on his forehead making him look 
like a little boy. I’d never had anyone look 
at me the way he did—an intimate, half- 
laughing, yet a puzzled, questioning look. 

“Hi, beautiful,” he said, making room 
for me beside him. “I can’t believe it,” he 
went on, “a dream walking right into my 
life like this. What you doin here? Lost?” 

I laughed, answering him primly. “My 
father owns the Hotcha Club. I live up- 
stairs.” 

“Oh,” he said, sort of let down, I 
thought, and I wondered why. Most of the 
other fellows seemed to think it was sort 
of special to be hobnobbing with the 
daughter of the owner of the Club. But I 
told him my name and he told me his and 
I kept up a pert conversation, finally got 
him talking about himself. Cliff was in the 
kitchen and I kept one eye on the curtained 
doorway, praying he wouldn’t come out for 
a long, long time. 

Jim was working swing shift hours for 
a steel construction company—went to 
work at four in the afternoon, got off at 
midnight. The same job he’d had since he 
had had to quit high school because his 
father got sick. But his dad was well now 
and Jim was putting money in the bank 
and paying for his car. He didn’t believe 
in being a fool with money, he said. I was 
thrilled listening to him. I’d never known 
a man except the ones who hung around 
the Club and Jim was so clean and sure of 
himself that the room seemed to glow with 
a strange brightness. I could have sat 
there forever listening and watching him 
as he talked . . . but Cliff came in, stood 
right in front of us glaring at Jim. 

Then he motioned for me to follow him 
and there was nothing for me to do but 
leave Jim. “I’ve got to go,” I said, trying 
to keep my voice from shaking. “But you'll 
come again?” I said and I know I sounded 
pleading but I couldn’t help it. 

“You bet I'll come again,” he said. “You 
and I are going to see more of each other, 
Essie May. I like you.” 


“I like you, too,” I wanted to say, by 
Cliff took me by the arm and swung mm 
around. 

“That man over there’s lonesome,” Clif 
said bluntly. I knew he was angry and] 
was relieved because he didn’t say any. 
thing to Jim. “No more mooning away 
time with beer-drinkers,” he added, “up. 
derstand?” 

Silently, I sat down with the boy Clig 
had pointed out. He had already had 
enough to drink. But I saw why Clif 
wanted me to work on him. His wallet was 
lying on the counter and it was a fat one, 
All at once, I felt sick at what I was doing 
I hated all of it. And I knew why | 
suddenly felt different . . . I'd met a de. 
cent fellow who could talk of a life I never 
knew existed, things that set my imagina 
tion whirling, things that I wanted to see 
and experience, too. I felt cheated and 
smothered. Smothered by Cliff’s constant 
watching me, his possessiveness. Little 
fingers of fear teased at my heart. 

But Cliff's always been so gentle and 
loving, I thought, he’d never hurt me. The 
idea of being afraid of Cliff seemed silly, 
but, in my ignorance, I didn’t know the 
horrible way he could hurt me. No, he 
didn’t beat me, but I had a million times 
rather he had. 

Somehow, I got through the evening. All 
I could think about was Jim Rutherford, 
I remembered over and over everything 
about him, everything he said, the way he 
smiled at me. The look on his face when 
he talked about his mother and _ father, 
“They would like you, Essie May,” he had 
said to me. 

Right away, I began to worry . . . had 
he meant what he said? Would he come 
again as he had promised? I wanted him 
to come but I was afraid for him to come, 
too. I was afraid Cliff would make a scene, 


ND WHEN JIM did come, three long 

days later, that’s just what happened. 
Cliff made a scene. I was sitting at a table 
with two older men, older than Cliff, even. 
I was laughing and talking and they were 
ordering drinks like crazy. Cliff was be 
hind the bar, a satisfied, approving grin on 
his face. 

I saw Jim the second he came through 
the outer door and my heart did a boune- 
ing flip-flop. I jumped up, headed for the 
back-room. Somehow, I couldn’t stand for 
Jim to see me there with those old men. 
He took a chair at a table, kept his eye 
expectantly on the curtain. He’d seen me 
run! I pushed the curtain aside and went 
out, ashamed for acting like a baby. I was 
going to talk to him and if Cliff said any 
thing I was going to tell him off! 

“Hi, beautiful!” Jim said, raising up 
from his chair. “Sit down, have a drink. 
They got cokes here, haven’t they?” 

I sat down, my eyes scanning his face. 
I’d seen his face so much in my mind that 
it was like a dream having him right be 
fore me where I could reach out and touch 
him. 
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“J had to come back, Essie May,” Jim 
said. “You were all I could think about. 
Couldn’t keep my mind on my work, 
couldn’t sleep . . . Let’s go to a show to- 
night. It’s my night off.” 

“I—I can’t,” I stuttered, heartsick be- 
cause I wanted to go so bad and I knew 
[| didn’t dare ask Cliff. “Maybe I could 
meet you later,” I said, lowering my voice. 
['ll sneak out after Cliff's asleep, I thought 
defiantly. “I’ll meet you in the little park 
down the street after the Club closes,” I 
whispered. 

“You mean, sneak out?” he said, like 
he’d read my mind. “Why should you have 
to sneak out. What’s with your father? [’d 
like to meet him, talk to him. I’m not a 
bad guy. He'll let me take you to a show 
for heaven’s sake.” 

“No, wait,” I said, feeling ashamed for 
not introducing Cliff to Jim the time be- 
fore, but deep down I had been afraid to, 
just like I was now. But I no more than 
got the words out when Cliff was at our 
table. 

“What did I tell you, Doll, about wasting 
your time?” Cliff said angrily. 

Jim sprang up, his eyes wide. I was on 
my feet, too, my hand on Jim’s arm trying 
to push him toward the door. 

“Sir,” Jim said, his voice tight, “I 
et... 

I butted in, “Jim this is my father. Jim 
Rutherford, Cliff,” I said talking fast. 

Jim raised his hand, pointing at Cliff. 
“Your father? Him?” 

I could have died, the way Jim said, 
“Him?” Like Cliff was a snake or some- 
thing. Cliff would kill him! I stepped be- 
tween them. I could feel Cliff’s hot breath 
on my neck. I gave Jim a shove just as 
Cliff reached around me. “Don’t make a 
fuss, Jim. Please go!” I pleaded. He 
wouldn’t budge. My heart was in my 
mouth. “Please,” I whispered desperately. 
“Go! Meet me tonight.” 

He started backing toward the door. 
“All right,” he said, sort of strangling on 
it. “But I’m coming back!” He said that 
louder, talking to Cliff. “There’s some- 
thing wrong here and I’m going to find out 
what it is.” 

“You stick your head in here again and 
I'll knock it off!” Cliff railed out, making 
a lunge for him. But I was in the way. 
Jim had turned, was going out the door. 
It all happened so fast he didn’t see Cliff’s 
heavy body strike me as he lost his bal- 
ance. I fell over a chair. Cliff picked me 
up, his face like a wild man’s. “You hurt, 
baby?” he blustered. “If you're hurt, I'll 
kill that beer-drinking dog!” 

Unhurt, I shrugged out of his arms and 
hurried to a table where a man was sitting. 
Behind me Cliff made a maddening, 
Pleased sound, like he figured I had 
learned my lesson. I shuddered, praying 
he wouldn’t catch me when I slipped out 
to meet Jim. But it’s worth any punish- 
ment I might have to take, I told myself, 
just to be able to see Jim. Maybe he will 


hold me in his arms, kiss me, tell me that 
he loves me. I smiled at the man across 
from me, my heart singing. 

That evening was one of the longest 
evenings of my life. I thought closing time 
would never come. Then it seemed like 
Mom and Cliff would never settle down to 
sleep. 

I carried my shoes in my hand as I 
slipped down the stairs. Outside, the moon 
was shining so bright it was like daylight. 
I hugged close to the buildings and fairly 
ran the block and a half to the park. Jim 
came to meet me as I crossed the street. I 
could have shouted from pure joy. The 
night was chilly and Jim put his arm 
around me while we sat and talked. He 
insisted on knowing why I had to sneak 
out. He was sure my stepfather mistreated 
me. 

“Please, Jim,” I said, “don’t ask me any 
more questions. Cliff’s good to me—really 
he is, Jim.” I couldn’t tell him the way 
I'd been feeling toward Cliff lately, nor 
the part I played in the Hotcha Club. Jim 
was too decent . . . too decent for a girl 
like me. But I wanted him . . . more than 
anything in the world. Instinctively, I 
knew how to hush his questions. I snuggled 
against him, put my cheek against his until 
his lips found mine in a long, soul-shatter- 
ing kiss. My first real kiss! 

“T love you!” he said huskily. “You love 
me, too. Don’t you, Essie?” 

“Yes, Jim. I do love you,” I said sighing 
happily. 


qT? NEVER DREAMED that loving some- 

one could be so wonderful. I persuaded 
Jim to meet me the next night and that 
was the night he asked me to marry him! 
I was dizzy from the wonder of it—that I 
would actually have Jim for the rest of my 
life. But right away he started in about 
wanting to meet my mother and father to- 
gether so he could convince them that we 
loved each other and that he would spend 
the rest of his life making me happy. 

“Let’s keep our love a secret a little 
while, Jim,” I suggested pleadingly. I made 
up different excuses, all of them weak ones, 
but he loved me enough to finally agree to 
wait and to meet me again the following 
night. 

I hadn’t dared stop to think what I 
would do if Cliff caught me slipping out to 
meet Jim and when he did catch me, he 
seemed so cool and undisturbed that I let 
myself be lulled into hoping that he was 
going to be reasonable, that he was going 
to let me live my own life. 

The dawn was just beginning to break 
through when Jim and I parted that morn- 
ing and Cliff was waiting for me when I 
tiptoed into the house. I gave a little cry 
when I saw him standing there. 

“Shh,” he said, “you'll wake your 
mother. I’ve been worried about you, doll- 
baby. Get to bed, we'll talk about this 
later.” 

I was so surprised and relieved I was 
weak with it, but I hurried past him and 


ran to my room. Quickly, I undressed and 
piled into bed, holding my breath, afraid 
Cliff would come in. How I wished that 
night that Cliff had allowed me to have a 
key to my room! But he didn’t come in... 

It seemed like I’d only just fallen asleep 
when I was awakened by Cliff's heavy 
body sitting down on my bed. I started up, 
panic stricken. The sun was shining hot 
through the window. “Why did you let me 
over sleep?” I blurted out. “It’s after- 
noon!” 

Cliff didn’t say a word, just reached for 
me, a smirking grin on his face. I shrank 
back but his heavy, strong arms held me 
tight against him. “So, you’ve got a young 
lover?” he said then, “Don’t like me any- 
more, eh? You’re mine! Understand? 
Mine!” 

His mouth was on mine, wet and hot. I 
squirmed away, sickened. “I love Jim, 
Cliff,” I quavered, “we’re going to be 
married.” 

“You’re not marrying anybody,” he 
railed. “You belong to me. I’ve been a fool 

. . waiting for you to learn the facts of 
life. But I'll show you now who you be- 
long to.” His hands were harsh and hard. 
He held me roughly while he kissed me, 
long, lustful kisses that took my breath 
away, that turned me hot and cold all over. 
Then he was hurting me stabbingly. I 
opened my lips to cry out but his mouth 
covered mine, almost gagging me. I 
pounded him with all my strength but it 
only seemed to fire his passion. I was com- 
pletely at his mercy . . . and there was no 
mercy in his greedy heart .. . 

Later, he tried to tell me he was sorry 
he’d hurt me. I just wanted to die, but I 
said: “I’m going to tell Mom.” 

“You’d better not, baby! What’s be- 
tween you and me is none of her business 
and if she tried to meddle, I’d break her 
neck just like I’m going to break the neck 
of that little young pup.” 

“You wouldn’t,” I whimpered. 

“You'll see!” he said curtly, getting up. 
“You rest awhile, doll-baby, and when you 
come down I'll fix you a nice big lunch. 
Okay, baby?” He leaned over, went to 
kiss me. I jerked away. He chuckled, ran 
his hands over me, making little gloating 
sounds in his throat. After he’d gone, I 
lay there writhing in my misery, hatred for 
him like bile in my mouth. “Jim won't 
want me now,” I cried into my pillow .. . 
“not now.” 

A long while later I pulled myself up, 
let the shower run long and warm over me 
but it didn’t wash away the dirty feeling. 
I'll never feel clean again, I thought. What 
should have been a beautiful thing had 
been a vile, lustful, agonizing torture. Now, 
I could never know the sweet closeness of 
first love. All I would have was a horrible 
memory of the animal lust of a scheming 
old man. But he’ll never touch me again, | 
thought wildly. Ill kill him first. I re- 
membered Cliff's guns. He kept them all 
over the place, afraid he’d be robbed. 
There was one in his bedroom, one in the 
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desk in the living room and one by the 
cash register downstairs. I got the one 
from the desk and hid it in the drawer of 
my dresser. 

I had to force myself to go downstairs 
because I knew Cliff would come after me. 
I sat on a stool at the counter, avoiding 
Cliff's eyes as he rushed over to me with a 
glass of milk. 

“Here, doll-baby,” he cooed, “drink this. 
I'll bring your lunch.” He reached to pat 
my hand. I jerked it away. I took a sip of 
the milk, wanting to dash it in his face. 
He’d wait on a customer and come back to 
me, talking sweet. I tried to ignore him, 
sat there wondering how I could get word 
to Jim that I couldn’t keep our date. 

“Relax, doll-baby, and eat,” Cliff was 
saying. “I’ll be so good to you that you'll 
forget about that beer-drinker. You'll see. 
I’m sorry I hurt you, but I went wild think- 
ing of somebody else holding my baby. The 
next time won’t be like that. You'll see!” 

“You'll see, yourself!” I wanted to 
shout. There wasn’t going to be a next 
time for him. .. . 

I can call Jim at his job at 4 o’clock, 
I thought suddenly. Cliff will be gone for 
supplies. I didn’t know what excuse I 
could give him but it had to be a good one 
so he wouldn’t come to the Club. I knew 
he wouldn’t have a chance against Cliff. 
But I didn’t think he would get mad at me 
like he did when I begged him not to come 
to the Club. 

“Why ... why?” he kept asking. “Do 
you think I’m afraid of that bully? Or 
maybe you’re ashamed of me,” he said an- 
erily, not giving me a chance to talk. 
“That’s why you want to keep our love a 
secret. Well, maybe it’s better this way,” 
he finished hoarsely and slammed up the 
receiver. 

I burst out crying right there in the 
phone booth. If Jim didn’t love me any 
more I didn’t care what happened to me. 
I was caught in a vicious trap and without 
Jim’s love there was no way out. But in my 
desperation there was a deep feeling of 
relief in my heart because Jim wouldn’t be 
coming to the Club and Cliff wouldn’t get 
the chance to kill him. And, too, I thought 
sickly, Jim will never have to know my 
shameful secret. 

The next few days were like a horrible 
nightmare. I yearned so for Jim and was 
so deathly afraid Cliff would get at me 

again. He hovered around me with his 
sugar talk, but I managed to keep out of 
his way. I never slept late, was up and 
dressed before time for them to get up. At 
night I locked myself in the bathroom until 
Cliff finally gave up and went to bed. But 
I knew I couldn’t get away with that very 
long. 

Then, just four days after that awful day 

. while I was listening to a man drunk- 
enly blubbering his troubles to me, I 
looked up and Jim stood in the doorway. 
My heart started to pound, rushing the 
blood to my head. I was afraid for a sec- 
ond that I was going to faint. There was a 
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big smile on Jim’s face. He still loves me, 
my heart sang. I forgot everything but 
that—that Jim still loved me. I ran to him 
and he gathered me into his arms. I could 
feel and smell the wonderful sweetness of 
him. As far as we were concerned, we 
were alone in the Club. 

Then, without a second’s warning, Cliff 
grabbed my shoulder, tore me from Jim’s 
arms. I fell awkwardly against a table. 
The stillness in the room filled me with a 
dreadful terror . . . like the forewarning 
of death. I could hear the heavy breathing 
of a man sitting near. Then the awful 
sound of crushing blows of bone against 
flesh and Jim lay sprawled on the floor. I 
think I screamed . . . someone did. He’ll 
kill Jim, I thought wildly. Fierce anger, 
like fire, exploded in me. I ran behind the 
counter, snatched up the gun, walked to- 
ward Cliff, where he stood over Jim, wait- 
ing, his fingers spread like claws, murder 
in his face. 

“She’s going to shoot!” some woman 
yelled. Cliff whirled, leaped at me grab- 
bing for the gun. It went off as Cliff's 
fingers closed over mine. The rocking blast 
sent me staggering backward. The look on 
Cliff's face changed to surprise, then to 
stark, mortal fear as a gush of blood 
spurted from his neck. His body went limp 
and he fell slowly to the floor. The room 
was suddenly full of loud shouts. 

I must have fainted because the next 
thing I knew I was stretched out on the 
couch in the restroom and one of the wait- 
resses was making me smell some breath- 
taking stuff in a small bottle. 

The whole horrible scene rushed back to 
me ... Jim lying on the floor where Cliff 
had knocked him, the blast of the gun, 
Cliff falling, the blood. .. . 

I scrambled to my feet and hurried out. 
Two policemen were there and a man tak- 
ing pictures. Cliff was gone. I stopped 
still when I saw Mom, and I began to 
shake like I had a chill. Her eyes were 
wild and she was staring at me as if she 
could kill me. “You’ve killed him!” she 
screamed at me. One of the policemen 
quickly led her away. 

“Was Cliff really bad hurt?” I mumbled, 
staring around the room. Nobody answered 
me. Then Jim stepped up behind me. 

“Cliff's dead, Essie May,” he said quiet- 
ly, “but you didn’t kill him. I’ve called my 
dad. He’s bringing his lawyer. Every- 
thing’s going to be all right.” 

All right? Nothing would ever be all 
right, I thought, my heart aching for Mom 
and for Jim because he had had to get 
mixed up in such a sordid mess as this on 
account of me. What would his father 
think of me? Maybe he wouldn’t want to 
help. 

But I'll never stop thanking my God for 
Jim and his father. 

The police let me go home with Jim that 
night and at the inquest the next day every- 
thing did turn out as right as it could, I 
guess. At least, the Coroner’s verdict was 
—accidental death. 






I hadn’t known there were such good 
people in the world as Jim’s parents. They 
were at the inquest, along with their lay. 
yer. Mrs. Rutherford tried to talk to Mom 
about me, but Mom wouldn’t listen, so the 
Coroner thought I had better stay with 
the Rutherfords for a while. 

“When time heals her broken heart, 
Essie May,” Jim’s mother said, “she’ll see 
things as they really were.” 

Guilty shame washed over me. I wom 
dered what she would think of me if she 
actually knew how things really were, the 
kind of a girl her son was in love with, 
With all my heart I prayed that Jim 
wouldn’t stop loving me when I told him, 

That night Jim held me tight as I sobbed 
out my story. “You poor kid,” he said, “] 
had him figured for a dirty skunk, but ] 
didn’t think he was that low-down.” 

“Then you still love me?” I said. 

“T’ll never stop loving you, honey,” he 
said. 

And that’s the kind of a man my husband 
is. Yes—we’re married! Have been for 
nearly a year. Jim thought it best for me 
not to tell Mom the truth about Cliff. “The 
main thing is for her to stop blaming you,” 
Jim said, “but we’ll treat her so nice she 
can’t help but love the two of us.” 

And it will soon be the three of us. In 
about five months our first baby will be 
here and Jim and I pray that our baby will 
help erase the bitterness and fill the ter. 
rible emptiness in Mom’s heart. THE END 





I Wanted My Father’s Wife 
(Continued from Page 27) 


All through dinner Cliff chatted gayly 
on. It made me feel sorry for him, knowing 
that his happiness wouldn’t last long. I 
could look at Margie and tell that. She 
devoured me with her eyes as Cliff rattled 
on, lost in the sound of his own voice and 
his recitation of Margie’s history. 

She was, he said, from one of Lynch- 
burg’s best families, but through an unfor- 
tunate set of circumstances concerning her 
family’s fortune, she had been forced to 
work as a B-girl in a tavern. That was 
where he had met her. 

“It seems like longer than five months,” 
Dad said. “I went walking into Peter’s bar 
that night, and there she was sitting at the 
table, pretty as a picture. Before I knew 
it I was telling her all about you and your 
mother, how lonely I was since Melissa 
ea 

To me, it all fitted in perfectly. Too per 
fectly. I was certain that Dad had also told 
this shrewd B-girl that he owned one of the 
largest, most prosperous farms in this part 
of Virginia, that he had something like 
$10,000 in the bank, farm equipment worth 
ten times that much, plus a beautiful life 
insurance policy. Why else would this 
young, beautiful woman tie herself down 
to a man old enough to be her father, with 
a son just two years younger than she was? 
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All these thoughts went through my 
mind as we finished dinner and retired to 
the porch. Margie was the soul of atten- 
tion, playing the role of devoted wife to 
perfection. She clung to Dad like a limp 
ne, pecking him on the cheek, running 
her fingers through his graying hair, hang- 
ing on his every word like it was the abso- 
lute gospel straight from the angel’s 
mouth. She was turning in the Academy 
Award-winning performance of the year. 
Unfortunately, only I—burning up with 
desire for her—and Cliff—so completely 
jlinded by this woman—were there to ap- 
preciate it. 

We sat on the porch until the night 
tuned chilly and tiny pinpoints of stars 
burned overhead. Cliff and Margie sat on 
the hammock, wrapped in the darkness. I 
could hear Margie’s whispers muffled 
against Cliff's shoulder. She giggled like 
ahigh school girl on her first date. When 
[could take no more, I said goodnight. 
They were so busy on the swing they didn’t 
een hear me. 

Next morning she came to my room, clad 
oly in her negligee. She was even more 
beautiful than the night before. The thin 
naterial clung to every curve, accentuating 
the remarkable ripeness of her body. I 
watched her through half-closed eyes as 
she slithered across the room to my bed. 
She was a symphony in motion when she 
walked. Every muscle, every tendon 
zemed possessed with a life of its own, 
meshing happily together in this over- 
whelming creation. I gritted my teeth, 
feigning sleep, because I didn’t trust my- 
lf with Margie in the same room. 

She flopped on the bed and chuckled. 
“You aren’t asleep, so you might as well 
stop pretending.” When I didn’t open my 
eyes, she snaked her hand under the cover, 
planting her cold fingers on my naked 
chest. 

“Cut it out!” I cried angrily, rolling 
wer in the bed, away from her inflaming 
nearness. “Leave me alone!” 

She cooed indulgently, like a mother hen 
with her brood. “Breakfast’ll be ready in 
half an hour, son,” she said mockingly. 
“Please don’t be late. I like to run a 
well-ordered house.” 

I think it was the “son” that got me— 
that and my own desire mixed with my 
resentment of her. I flopped over in the 
bed and growled, “Look, damn it! Don’t 
be treating me like a baby!! My name’s 
Clif, just like the man you married!” I 
sapped my mouth shut before I said 
more, things that would hurt her, things 
I'd be sorry for later. 

Margie got up from the bed and cooed, 
“Naughty! To be talking to mother that 
way.” Her dreamy eyes flickered lazily 
oer me. “Furthermore,” she sighed, snake- 
hipping it to the door, “if you haven’t got 
any pajamas to sleep in, I’ll have Cliff buy 
You a pair.” She left before I could throw 
the bed at her. 

Things went on like this for nearly three 
months, until I thought I’d go crazy from 


wanting and hating her at the same time. 
And then one day, Margie grabbed me in 
the kitchen and kissed me in a way no step- 
mother should kiss anybody but her hus- 
band. Electric shocks raced up and down 
my body, and gigantic sledge-hammers be- 
gan tripping in my head. When she re- 
leased me, I fell against the wall, dazed at 
the unexpectedness of it, weakened by the 
passion of that kiss, and ashamed as I 
considered its inevitable consequences. 

“There,” Margie said, straightening her 
dress, “that’s for being so fresh this morn- 
ing.” An amused glint made her eyes 
shine as she turned back to her cooking. 

I went upstairs then and packed, but I 
knew that leaving home was out of the 
question. Dad would be completely lost 
without me. Since my early teens he had 
depended on me to help him with the busi- 
ness end of running the farm. I couldn’t 
leave now. Furthermore, I dared not leave 
him alone with Margie. Heaven only knew 
what she wouldn’t do short of murder to 
get her hands on our property! 


HOSE WERE the reasons I gave my- 

self as I slowly unpacked and put my 
clothes back in their place. But all the 
time there was a nagging at the back of 
my mind as the real reason forced its way 
out of the caverns of my subconscious. 
Perhaps Dad would be lost without me, 
but only for a while. Tim, or Jesse, or 
even Andy—the three hired hands—could 
soon step in and take over the books. No, 
that wasn’t it. The real reason was that 
Margie, with her nagging and teasing, had 
so entwined herself in my senses that I 
couldn’t bear the thought of separating 
myself from her. She haunted me with her 
taunting smile, her beckoning stance, her 
inviting look, her welcoming walk. Weak- 
ly, and with a mounting sense of horror 
blended with resignation, I realized that I 
was falling in love with my father’s wife! 

Even now as I confess it, I find myself 
filled with a personal shame and loathing 
which I think will stay with me for the rest 
of my life. Was nothing sacred to me then? 
Had I sunk so low that I was willing to 
yield to this lust for my own father’s wife? 
Did not even the sacred vows of their mar- 
riage sway me from the path of doom I 
persisted in racing headlong down? 

I must admit that nothing was important 
to me then which stood between my step- 
mother and me. Blind with lust and ob- 
livious to the great sinfulness of such an 

I was able to rationalize away all 
doubts and fears. After all, I told myself, 
Dad was either too blind or too trusting to 
see what was going on under his own nose. 
Furthermore, he was happier than I had 
seen him in months. In all honesty, I must 
admit that Margie was an excellent house- 
keeper and cook. And if I had not had the 
eternal taste of her mouth on my own, I 
would have admitted, too, that she was an 
ideal wife. Dad swore by her, and when- 
ever he was around, she catered to his 
every need. So, I foolishly figured, what 
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he didn’t known couldn’t hurt him. Thusly 
I reasoned, and only now do I realize that 
thousands of other men have thusly been 
able to rationalize the evil in their hearts. 

This was in June. July dawned bright 
and sultry, adding its inferno-like heat to 
the cauldron of my own. I avoided Margie 
as much as I could, working in the house 
only when Dad was around. Lunch time 
was the toughest of all for me, because the 
three field hands ate their noon meal with 
us. And while Dad might have been blind 
to my passion for Margie, I knew that 
Andy, Jesse and Tim would be able to spot 
it in a minute. 

It was Hattie Weathers who told me 
about my stepmother. Hattie was a widow 
with her farm next to ours. I liked her 
a lot, and I could tell that she was crazy 
about Dad. I imagine it was a great shock 
to her when Cliff brought Margie home as 
his wife. Perhaps it was her resentment 
that made Hattie turn to me that Sunday 
morning when Margie and Cliff came out 
of church, arm in arm, like two young 
lovers. 

“Well,” Hattie sniffed, “I must admit 
she’s pretty.” She leaned closer to me. 
“You don’t like her, do you, Cliff?” 

Cold fear swelled up in my heart. If this 
woman could see my dislike, could she also 
see my desire? Quickly, I clamped a con- 
trolling hand on my insides and turned to 
her calmly. “Of course,” I said, feigning 
surprise. “What makes you think that?” 

“T’ve got eyes,” Hattie said, watching 
painfully as Dad and Margie got in the 
station wagon and drove away in a cloud 
of dust. “I’m not blind by a long sight. 
There’s a lot going on with that woman 
that Cliff should know about...” 

I caught her by the arm and steered her 
over under the trees, out of the sweltering 
sun and away from the hungry ears of our 
neighbors. “What things?” I pleaded, fear- 
ing... what was it I feared? Certainly not 
the scandal which Hattie panted to tell. 
No scandal could have surpassed the one 
I had been creating in my own mind since 
Margie’s arrival. No, it wasn’t the scandal. 
It was the consequences of this foreign 
thing which I feared, this alien gossip 
which could easily send Margie away, out 
of arm’s and lip’s reach... 

“What things, Hattie?” I asked, looking 
cautiously about. “If there’re things going 
on Dad should know about, you can count 
on me to tell him!” 

That was the cue Hattie had been wait- 
ing for, and the story came pouring forth 
there on the church ground filled with the 
sound of chatting people and the musty, 
mothball odor of their Sunday-go-to-meet- 
ing clothes. 

“The other week,” Hattie said confi- 
dentially, “I was down in my low-ground, 
hunting for a stray calf. You know that 
part of my land that connects with your 
father’s down near the creek?” Even be- 
fore my nod she had continued. “Well, I 
was looking for this calf, and I happened 
to hear a woman laughing. I crept softly 
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through the bushes on my side, and... . 
Well, to make a long story short, ] saw 
Margie and a man there on the creek 
bank!” 

It took a minute for the story to register. 
“A man? Was it Cliff?” 

“Indeed it was not!” Hattie snorted. “It 
was one of your father’s farmhands—the 
tall, goodlooking one, the one who lives in 
Clifton Forge!” 

Andy! Andy and Margie! How long had 
it been going on? How many more men 
had been sneaking around while Dad and 
I thought she was home? 

“Go on,” I mumbled dazedly. “What 
were they doing?” 

Hattie looked about, then tiptoed to whis- 
per in my ear. 

Margie! 

Andy! 

I couldn’t believe it. I opened my mouth 
to deny this vicious information, but some- 
thing stopped me. Why not believe it? I 
had to accept, because while my heart 
screamed denial, my senses rallied and 
whispered frantically, “Sucker! Sucker! 
Sucker!” 

I had taken the jeep to church, stopping 
by for Hattie on the way. We rode to her 
house in complete silence, and when she 
invited me in for my customary Sunday 
drink of her home-made wine, I drove off 
without saying goodbye. 

Margie and Dad were sitting down to 
dinner when | got home, but I couldn’t 
face her now. My heart hung like a boul- 
der in my chest. Margie! Every cell in my 
body screamed out for her, but some deep- 
seated morality made me despise this crea- 
ture, my father’s wife, my stepmother. 

I had had no illusions about Margie’s 
chastity, and strongly suspected that her 
background was a bit more colored than 
she would care to admit. The revelation of 
her unfaithfulness had been no great shock 
to me. What hurt most was the fact that 
all those weeks I had been wanting her, 
but fighting this terrible desire, Andy— 
our farm hand!—had been her lover! Mine 
was the vengeful hurt of the hesitant lover 
who finds that he has not only loved too 
well, but at too great a distance. 

I stayed outside until Margie came to 
look for me “Your dinner’s getting cold,” 
she said, “better come eat.” 

I couldn’t bring myself to speak to her, 
because the hurt was still there. And sit- 
ting right along side it, like two miserable 
crows on a fence rail, was that old gnawing 
desire. 

Without a word I turned and walked 
down the path toward the barn. I could 
hear Margie follow me, pause; then she 
joined me in big, bold strides. The air was 
like the rustle of silk. She chattered at me 
about her “happiness” and about Cliff, and 
Why-can’t-we-be-friends?, and how beauti- 
ful the morning sermon was. I could not 
speak. Anger lay on the tip of my tongue 
like a searing acid. 

As we went past the barn, she tugged 


at my sleeve, halting me. “Cliff, you hear 
that?” 

“What?” 

“It sounded like a baby chick up there 
in the loft.” 

“A baby chick can’t get into the loft, 
They can’t climb, and they can’t fly.” 

“Well, then,” she said resignedly, “jt 
must be one of my best hens, the one I’ve 
been missing. I bet she flew up there, laid 
her eggs, and then hatched them. Let’s go 
see.” 

Before I could protest. she was climbing 
up the ladder into the loft. With a great 
fear eating at my bowels, I followed her 
up the ladder propped on the outside wall 
of the barn. I feared because I had not 
heard the chick peeping... 


S I ENTERED the loft, she grabbed 

me by the back of the neck and pulled 
my mouth down to hers. The nose-tickling 
smell of new-mown hay filled my nostrils, 
and then the intoxicating sweetness or her 
mouth dispelled all else save my great and 
throbbing desire for this woman, my 
father’s wife, my stepmother... 

“Cliff,” I whispered. “Where is Cliff?” 

“He went visiting,” she whispered back, 
and then: “You knew there was no chick 
here, didn’t you?” 

Before I could answer, her lips had 
robbed me of all desire to speak. Abruptly 
she sat up, propping her back against the 
wall, drawing her legs up under her and 
straightening out her dress. 

“Wait, darling,” she murmured, shoving 
me away from her. “First we’ve got to 
talk.” 

“About what?” I almost shouted, crazy 
with passion, fogged with desire. “For 
God’s, not now!” 

“Yes,” she said calmly, brushing hay 
out of her hair. “It’s got to be now.” Then, 
without any preliminary, she said, “You 
know about Andy and me, don’t you? 
Don’t deny it. I saw you talking with Hat. 
tie when Cliff and I left church. We saw 
her down there by the creek, but it was too 
late then. You know, don’t you?” 

My silence was her answer. She threw 
herself across my chest and buried her 
face under my chin. I felt her trembling 
against me. And then, the whole vicious, 
damnable pattern of her master plan be- 
gan to take place in my mind. 

She whispered softly, her warm breath 
dampening the hollow in my throat. Her 
fingers dug into my shoulders as she made 
her plea. “Don’t tell Cliff, please .. . please 
... please...” That was all she said, over 
and over again. Not a promise to stop her 
sordid, creek-bank love affair, not a prom- 
ise to do better, not even an attempt at 
justification—just a pitiful bleating plea, 
the sound of a sheep lost in the night, 
frightened among the wolves. 

But there was deeper meaning behind 
her pleas. Moments earlier, she had been 
on the verge of paying her price for my 
silence, the only price she knew how to 
pay. But before the payment, she had to 
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know if I really had knowledge worth 


buying. The wantonness of her reasoning, 
coupled with my own shame at my desire 
for her, infuriated me. I pushed her 
roughly away and stood, staring in scorn 
into her upturned face. 

“Sure,” I said, “I know about you and 
Andy. Suppose I don’t tell? What’s in it 
for me?” I knew what her answer would 
be, but I needed to see it. Only then could 
[ quiet the rumbling desire for her which 
had lived with me for months. “What’s my 
silence worth to you?” 

She got up slowly from the hay, like a 
snake wrapping itself about a tree, and 
came up to me, twining her arms about my 
neck. Deliberately, she placed her lips on 
mine and kissed me. I felt no desire, only 
a great and almost overwhelming disgust. 
| pushed her hard and she staggered back 
against the wall. 

“You tramp!” I hissed through clenched 
teeth. “You filthy, miserable little tramp!” 

She came up shouting. “Look who’s talk- 
ing!” she screamed. “Ever since I’ve been 
here you’ve been looking at me like a love- 
sick schoolboy! Me! Your own father’s 
wife! You’ve got a nerve, talking about 
me!” 

“What did you expect?” I shouted back, 
but already my denials sounded shallow, 
mere excuses. “The first damn night you 
came you nearly made love to me right in 
front of Cliff!” 

“You?” she sneered, throwing back her 
head in a throaty laugh. “You’re not even 
dry behind the ears yet! Hell, I had to do 
something to make you like me..!” 

She stopped quickly, aware that she had 
said too much. All my desire was nothing 
now, mere ashes lying cold and unstirred 
where once a raging fire had burned. All 
those looks, that kiss, everything, had only 
been because she wanted me as an ally, not 
as a lover. 

Quickly she moved over to me. “I didn’t 
mean that, Cliff,” she said. “I was mad. I 
meant everything I’ve said to you before. 
And the kisses...” She tried to kiss me 
again, but I shoved her away. I felt an 
awesome shame for every thought I’d had 
of her, for every desire I’d wasted, for 
every look I remembered. 

We could hear the sound of a car turn- 
ing into the house. Was it Cliff, returning 
so soon? I didn’t know, but I dared not let 
him find us here in the hayloft. I turned to 
go, but she grabbed my arm. 

“You won’t tell about Andy and me, will 
you, Cliff?” I tried to pull away from her, 
but she held me tight. The car was getting 
closer. “Will you, Cliff?” 

“Let me go! That may be Dad! We can’t 
let him find us here!” 

Her eyes became shrewd and hard. De- 
liberately she straightened her dress. 
‘That’s right. We can’t, can we? You'd 
better not tell Cliff what Hattie told you, 
om, .” 

Cold fear nearly suffocated me. “Or 
what?” 

Her lips drew back in a grin. “Or I'll 


tell Cliff that you forced yourself on me up 
here in the hayloft while we were looking 
for baby chicks!” And then, she ducked 
out the door and soon was down the ladder, 
leaving me alone in the loft, alone with my 
shattered pride and the skeleton of my 
sinful desire. 

That night she was sweeter to Dad than 
I had ever seen her, and they retired to the 
bedroom earlier than usual. From the 
porch, I could hear Margie’s shrill giggling 
and Dad’s quiet, studied murmuring. 

After that, she became shameless and 
bold, openly making eyes at Andy at the 
dinner table. How Cliff didn’t notice I'll 
never know, but Tim and Jesse did. And 
each time they smiled across the table, my 
heart cringed. But what hurt most was 
the fact that I was a partner to this con- 
spiracy, aiding my stepmother’s unfaith- 
fulness, abettingy my father’s blindness. 
Poor Cliff! 

I knew then why Andy had been disap- 
pearing from the fields. But if there had 
been any doubts, they would have been 
dispelled by Margie’s late and apologetic 
arrival when we broke for lunch on those 
days when Andy suddenly vanished. She 
would generally make some sort of expla- 
nation, then look at me triumphantly when 
Cliff dismissed her tardiness with a quick 
peck on the cheek and calmly retired to 
the porch until lunch was ready. These 
days, Andy rarely showed up for lunch, 
probably still in his creek-bank boudoir 
sleeping off the effects of his orgy. 

I couldn’t fire Andy without giving some 
valid excuse to Dad, and Margie knew this. 
She simply ignored me now, having no 
further need to play up to me for security. 
With her lying tongue and the deadly 
knowledge of that day in the loft, she had 
security enough. But something had to be 
done. Poor Dad still continued to live in 
the false bliss of his artificial heaven, and 
I could only stand by, unable to do or 
say anything. I knew it would not help to 
talk to Margie. She had an ideal set-up. 
And Andy? He would probably promise, 
smile, and then continue to disappear. For 
he too, I was sure, knew of the dreadful 
hold Margie had on my tongue. 

And then one day, around the end of 
September, Andy again disappeared from 
the field. About five minutes earlier I had 
seen Margie slip from the house and head 
down the path toward the creek. Bitterly, 
I threw the tractor into gear and continued 
with my work. 

About fifteen minutes later, Cliff called 
me from the stable. “One of the horses 
broke out,” he said. “Guess you’d better go 
look for it.” 

I had turned to go when a thought struck 
me. “How about coming with me?” I said. 
“There’s a spot in the lowground I want 
you to look at. I think it might make good 
pasture-land next year.” 

“All right,” he said, hitching up his over- 
alls. “Be with you in a minute.” 

My heart thrilled! If only we were in 
time! 
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“Where’s this land at?” Dad asked, as 
we headed down that fatal path to the 
creek. 

“Near where Hattie’s land joins ours, at 
the creek.” 

It was too much to hope that they would 
still be using the creek bank where Hattie 
had seen them. We were moving quietly. 
I had warned Dad that the sound of our 
voices might frighten the stray horse. And 
so it was that we were almost up on Mar- 
gie and Andy before they knew we were 
there. They were kissing, lying on the 
mossy bank. I took a quick look at Dad’s 
face. There was no anger there, only 
surprise. 


A NDY JUMPED up and crashed into the 
+*% woods before Dad had a chance to 
speak. Margie was more courageous. She 
arose like a queen, magnificent in her 
scorn and brazenness, and planted both 
feet wide apart, resting her hands on her 
hips. Dad stared at her for a long while 
without saying anything. He just stood 
there, shaking his head slowly from side 
to side, like a man whose idols have gone 
crashing about his feet. Seeing him like 
that. I was sorry I had lured him to this 
trysting place. His shoulders slumped for- 
ward, and he seemed to have aged cen- 
turies in mere seconds. 

Suddenly he stiffened. His mouth began 
working and deep frowns dug into his fore- 
head. Giving a scream like a wild man, he 
fell forward on Margie, his trembling fin- 
gers searching for her throat. Before she 
went down under him I had one fleeting 
glance at her eyes—wide, terrified, filled 
with horror. 

I couldn’t move; something rooted me 
to the ground. I think I wanted him to kill 
her. so fearful was I that she would fill his 
ears with lies about that Sunday afternoon 
in the hayloft. But suddenly, Margie’s 
gurgled cries reached me as if through a 
fog. and I moved into action. 

Dad fought like a tiger and it took every 
bit of my strength to pull him away from 
her. Finally, when I had him firmly pinned 
against my body, still struggling and 
squirming and screaming, Margie rose 
slowly from the ground, holding her throat. 
Dad had ripped nearly all her clothes off, 
and ugly bruises were already ripening on 
her face and arms. She stared at me in a 
sort of terrified bewilderment, like a lost, 
frightened child. And then she turned and 
went tearing through the bushes, scream- 
ing Andy’s name, her bare brown legs 
flashing as she ran. It was the last time 
we saw her. 

Only then did I release Dad, and he 
flopped to the ground like a lifeless thing. 
\gonizing sobs racked his body. “I loved 
her!” he muttered over and over again. 
“IT loved her! I loved her!” 

Never before had I felt so helpless. What 
can you do or say when your father lies 
on the ground at your feet, broken-hearted 
and torn? How could I hope to mend the 
great wound in his heart, to erase from 
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his weeping eyes forever the sight he had 
witnessed in the very spot where he lay? 
How could I? 

And suddenly I knew. It would be tough, 
but it might help to sever for always the 
great hold Margie had on my father. 
“Dad,” I said, kneeling beside him, taking 
him in my arms as if he were a child, 
“Dad, she was no good. She was even 
making a play for me!” 

“Oh. my God!” Dad cried, burying his 
face against my chest. “Oh, my God!” His 
was the cry of the damned. 

Cliff left home that night, refusing to tell 
me where he was going. He looked abso- 
lutely shattered as he stepped into the 
station wagon, suitcase in one hand. 

“You'll write?” I queried. 

He didn’t say a word, just got into the 
vehicle and drove off. 

Andy came next day for Margie’s things 
and his pay. Wordlessly, I handed him the 
bags I had packed the night before, plus 
his salary. And then I stood in the doorway 
and watched his truck disappear around 
the bend, thankful that he had taken Mar- 
gie, but pitying him because he didn’t 
know the trouble he had inherited. 

Dad was away for three months. When 
he returned home, shortly after Christmas, 
I could only say, “It’s good to have you 
back, Cliff.” 

“It’s good to be back.” he said, going 
immediately to his room. I knew then that 
he had not forgotten Margie. 

Many months have gone by since all this 
happened. Slowly, Dad has come out of the 
dark cavern where he has been hiding this 
past year, since Margie. He has gained 
back the weight he lost. and the light I 
love has come back into his eyes, the ready 
smile to his lips. Recently, he has been 
calling regularly on Hattie Weathers, and 
I believe that I shall have a new step- 
mother once his divorce comes through. 
Neither of us speaks of Margie any more, 
and soon, the memory of her will be as 
dead as last year’s crops, nothing more 
than fertilizer for newer and happier 
memories. 

But still, at the back of my mind, there 
are nagging questions. Should I ever tell 
Cliff about that Sunday afternoon in the 
hayloft, when I wantonly hungered for my 
stepmother, his wife? Should I tell him 
that I was an even greater rival for Mar- 
gie’s affection than Andy was? 

Sometimes, now that he is back to his 
old self, I find him looking at me strangely, 
and these times, I think he knows. 

Then, too, what would have happened if 
Margie had wanted me as much as I 
wanted her? What would I have done? 
Would I have run away with my father’s 
wife, or would it have been my stepmother 
and me whom Cliff surprised on the creek 
bank? 

I shudder when these thoughts seep, like 
muddy water, into my mind, and breathe a 
silent prayer to God that He saw fit not 
to test me with my father’s wife...my 


stepmother. THE END 






I Wanted My Baby Back 


(Continued from Page 23) 


The kids were still trying to get me t 
join them. 

“Aw, come on,” one of the fellows said 
“We’re gonna’ ride out to Jack’s Place fo 
a warm nip. No point in not keepin’ you. 
self fortified in this kind of weather.” 

“Yeah, Marie,” one of the girls added, 
“We won't be gone long.” 

“And Baby, it’s sho’ ‘nuff cold outside” 
another boy’s voice cut in from the car, 

I pulled my not-too-warm coat a little 
closer about my neck. 

“T don’t have far to walk,” I said. shak. 
ing my head, “And I got things to do. Gy 
ahead and have a good time.” 

“Things like what?” came a sharp, cyni- 
cal voice from the car. I recognized it as 
Liz Brewster’s. “Things like keepin’ you 
old man from crawlin’ down your neck? 
Honey, you’re awful old to be so scared of 
your folks. You’re a big girl now.” 

“Yes, indeedy,” drawled Bud, grinning 
and giving me an appreciative, up-and- 
down look that I was becoming sort of used 
to getting from the boys in school now. | 
blushed under Bud’s gaze and at the same 
time wanted to cut Liz’s throat. Just be 
cause she had the reputation of running 
around town with every Tom, Dick and 
Harry that happened to have a car ora 
couple of bucks in his pocket didn’t give 
her the right to try to make me ashamed 
that I didn’t. I decided to just ignore her. 

“See you around,” I said and walked of 
down the street. 

The hot steam heat of our apartment 
building hit me the moment I stepped in- 
side the door, sending a rich, warm feeling 
through me, chasing out the icy cold. I 
began unbuttoning my coat and slipped it 
off my shoulders onto one arm as I walked 
down the hallway. As I grabbed the stair 
post and took a couple of steps toward the 
second floor, Mr. Jenkins, the landlord, 
threw open the door of his first-floor apatt- 
ment and stepped halfway into the hall. 

“Hello, Marie,” he said, smiling. “Just 
getting in from school?” 

“Yes, Mr. Jenxins,” I said, feeling my 
face flush. Mr. Jenkins had that certain 
way of looking at me like the boys in 
school. Only I knew most of them were 
just trying to be smart. But Mr. Jenkins, 
well, he was sort of frightening. Not really, 
but a little bit. He had big, bulging eyes 
set into his thin face, and a hawk nose. He 
was a small man, nearly 60, with wrinkled, 
bony hands and a weather-beaten tan. 

“How did things go in school today?” 
he asked. 

“All right.” 

“Have a little fun?” 

“Yes.” 

He was stalling now, like he always did, 
with his eyes fixed on the swelling and 
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dipping lines of my tight pink sweater. 
He ran his dark red tongue quickly over 


his lips. | 


, Back 
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23) “J guess it’s pretty cold outside,” he said, | 
desperately trying to make conversation. 
) get me tof Anything to keep me standing there a little 
longer so he could look. 
sllows said f “Yes, Mr. Jenkins,” I said. “It’s very 
2 ” ’ : 
s Place for § cold.” And then I moved swiftly on up the 
epin’ your. — steps. Even without looking back, I knew 
ather.” shat he was doing as I climbed the stairs. 
ner, wha g 


He was taking a good look at my legs. 


irls added, 


Once inside our apartment I went 
d outside” straight to the bedroom where my mother 
the car. had lain for months now, struck down by 
at a litte & elusive malady that left her too weak 
to leave her bed except for a few minutes 
. each day. 

said, shal “Hi, Mama,” I said, going to her and 
a kissing her cheek. We talked for a few 
_ Ef minutes and then I heard my stepfather’s 
harp, Cyt & heavy footsteps coming in from the kitchen. 
nized It as “Well,” his sharp voice boomed, “yuh 
Cpin’ your & certainly took your own sweet time about 

our neck? & coming home.” 
) scared of “I walked straight from school,” I said. 


i “I told you before I’m not goin’ to be late 
y ba) 
for 





> grinning — for work hangin’ around here waitin’ 
>, Up-and — you to come draggin’ in.” 
ort of used “I come as fast as I can.” 
01 now. | “It’s all right, Frank,” Mama said, “I | 
the same — don’t have to have somebody here every 
. Just be — minute of the day.” 
f running “What’s she got to do that’s more impor- 
Dick and §& ‘ant than coming home?” my stepfather 
car or a & Shot back. “You can spoil this girl if you 
idn’t give want to, Bess, but I’m warning you that 
ashamed | YUTe asking for trouble.” 
more Sn “Frank, please,” Mama _ pleaded in a 
valked of @ V1 that was barely more than a whisper. 
My stepfather turned and stalked out of 
the apartment. 
part I guess it was all a little too much for 
epped it & me; being made fun of in front of friends 
m feeling by Liz Brewster, having to let old man 
y cold, ] Jenkins look at me like he was undressing 
slipped it F me, and then my stepfather storming at 
I walked § me for nothing at all. 1 broke into tears. 
the stair “What makes him like that, Mama?” I 
ward the § sobbed, throwing my head on Mama’s 
landlord, § chest. “I haven’t done anything to him, 
or apart & nothin’ at all, and he’s always ridin’ me.” 
e hall. “Oh, Marie,” Mama _ soothed, “you 
“Just — mustn’t cry about it. Frank isn’t really 
mean. You just have to understand him, 
sling my that’s all. He works awfully hard at the 
- certain @ Steel mill, on the night shift and all. And 
boys in he has to sleep in the daytime and never 
_ on has time to go out and have any fun—me 
Jeakial lyin’ here helpless like this.” There was 
xt really, bitterness in her last words, and I saw a 
ing eyes tear swell and grow in the corner of her 
nose. He °° 
rinkial “But what does he want me to do?” I 
neil wailed. 
today?” “Nothin’ Marie. Just remember that it 


isn’t easy for Frank. It never has been. 
When he was a young man, he was a good 
salesman, but I guess he was a little too 
carefree for his boss, and wasn’t always 
working when he should have been. He 
finally fell out with the company. He used 
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do something about it. Discover the 
glorious complexion secret of Palmer’s 
SKIN SUCCESS Soap. See for yourself 
what the marvelous, deep-acting medi- 
cated foam can do when your com- 1 
plexion is menaced that way by surface 
germs. Yes, today you can do much 
more than just dream about a clearer, 2 
smoother, lovelier complexion. Thou- 
sands have proved it with SKIN SUCCESS 
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to own a tavern, too, back about the time 
you were born. And a lot of people liked 
him and came to the place. But pretty soon 
some other oldtime tavern owners began 
putting the squeeze on, and made it tough 
for Frank to get equipment and stock and 
things. The place finally folded and it left 
Frank pretty bitter. Since then he’s always 
felt cheated out of things.” 

Mama paused for a long while, and then 
she said: 

“T don’t know if I should say this or not, 
but sometimes I think he resents the fact 
that I was married to your father first. He 
feels that he was cheated out of part of me, 
too. Especially now. I’m not well and 
pretty anymore. He can’t take me places 
and show me off.” 

“Ts that why he doesn’t like me, Mama?” 
I asked, “because I’m part of Daddy?” 

“Oh, no, child.” 

I got up and walked out of the room, 
drying my eyes. Mama was right, she 
shouldn’t have told me. Now I knew how it 
was between my stepfather and me. 

But knowing why my stepfather didn’t 
like me didn’t help matters much. Espe- 
cially since I still had to listen to his ac- 
cusations and fits of temper. Once, when 
he nearly had a hemorrhage about my 
staying out so late at a football game with 
Jack Williams, I wanted to slap him in the 
face with the truth about his jealousy. I 
wanted him to know that I knew he re- 
sented me because I represented the man 
Mama had loved before him. Now that 
Daddy was dead, I was the living reminder. 
But I said nothing. I didn’t want to hurt 
Mama anymore than she was hurting 
already. 

And too, I felt I could overlook my 
stepfather that night, because he rarely 
went into a dither when I went out with 
Jack. He was four years older than I, 22, 
and his father was the foreman in my step- 
father’s section at the mill. Either fear or 
friendship caused my stepfather to be 
friendly toward Jack. But just let me men- 
tion going out with somebody else, or ask- 
ing another boy to come to the house, and 
you would have thought I said a dirty word 
from the way my stepfather would take off. 


GUESS that’s what finally drove me to 

it; to consider marrying Jack. I never 
wondered whether I loved him .. . it didn’t 
seem necessary. We had fun together and 
he wanted me to marry him. I was eighteen 
by then, a year out of high school and 
working, but it didn’t help matters at home 
any. | was helping to buy Mama’s medicine 
and paying my share of the room and 
board, but my stepfather was still deter- 
mined I should be reminded almost daily 
that he was head of the house. But the fact 
that I was working and growing more in- 
dependent, even ever so slowly, seemed to 
have undermined his security even more. 
With the little money I was now saving 
him, he developed a sudden and constant 
dependence upon liquor. I grew to hate . 
both him and whisky. 
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And I was still having trouble with old 
man Jenkins. Only worse now. He nearly 
burst a blood vessel every time he saw me. 
And anytime he got within arm’s length, 
he would find some reason to touch me, or 
to brush against me where he shouldn't. 
It was like a daily interlude with an octo- 
pus. But I couldn’t tell anybody. After all, 
what for? He was an old man and I could 
handle him, even if it did take some fast 
footwork sometimes. 

Even my stepfather didn’t know until 
the night he stayed home from work be- 
cause he had too much to drink. I had 
come in late from work after Bud and 
some of the gang had picked up. It was 
in the sweltering heat of summer and we 
drove out to a drive-in for dinner. Mr. 
Jenkins heard me come in and hemmed 
me up in the hallway, between the door to 
his apartment and the stairway. He made 
the usual feeble conversation, his eyes 
fastened to the thin net blouse that re- 
vealed my skin-tight lingerie in unre- 
strained blue splendor. I guess it was too 
much for the old boy. He came and put his 
arm around me clumsily. 

“You look tired Marie,” he mumbled, 
“why don’t you stop in my room for a 
while. Pick yourself up with a drink before 
you climb those old stairs.” 

“No thanks, Mr. Jenkins, I don’t drink.” 

“Aw come on, Marie, you're a big girl 
now.” His hands began to crawl around 
me. 

“Yeah, I know,” I said, pulling away, 
“I’m over the legal limit.” 

I laughed a little as I spun away from 
him, partly at my own sudden humor and 
partly because I didn’t want to hurt the old 
man’s feelings too much. The rent was high 
enough as it was, and apartments were 
scarce. 

Mr. Jenkins grabbed at me almost des- 
perately with both hands, but I giggled 
and slipped from his grasp. 

I don’t know how long my stepfather 
had been standing there, or how the little 

episode looked from where he was at the 
head of the stairs, but he was breathing 
fire and alcohol when I got up there. 

“So now it’s the landlord,” he snarled as 
I faced him outside our apartment door. 
“Young or old, you give them all a play, 
don’t you?” 

“What are you talking about?” I asked 
coldly. “ And why aren’t you at work?” 

“You seem to be at ‘work’ all right,” he 
said nastily. “You little tramp!” 

The harsh, lying words stung like iodine 
in an open wound. 

“You drunken bum!” I yelled back at 
him, surprised at the anger that rose in 
my own throat. 

His face wrenched into an animal-like 
fierceness, his eyes bloodshot and flashing 
wildly. He lunged at me, striking out vi- 
ciously with the palm of his right hand. It 
sent a red hot pain searing through my 
cheek and into my temples. The force of 
his blow brought the inside of my mouth 
hard against my sharp, even teeth, causing 






the soft flesh to tear. As I reeled bag 
against the wall, staring unbelievingly 
my stepfather, whose maniacal look hag 
shifted swiftly to one of uncertainty an 
shame, I felt a warm trickle of blood « 
cape the corner of my mouth and skid of 

















































down my chin. But, 
The next day, I told Jack Williams | he 
would marry him. freq 
It was as simple as that. By marrying hom 
Jack I could get away from the abuses anj = 
restrictions imposed upon me at home § 
Fortunately, the strange illness that had the 
overcome my mother was subsiding almog Jack 
as mysteriously as it had set in. She wa J 
recovering, so I felt no obligation to stay rj 
at home on her account. As for my step ra 
father, I thought that if I stayed in th§,. 
house another day, I would kill him. “ 
The newfound freedom I experienced a 
with Jack brought an unbelievable happj. foh 
ness. I imagined it was something like vk 
being suddenly released from what had He 
been a life-long prison sentence. We moved him. 
into an apartment across town, and [ spent pat 
my leisure hours painting, planning, mak. wm 
ing curtains and picking out furniture. |t the 
was fun and I was delirious. For me, all mJ 
new happiness was tied in with Jack, and] fed 
was grateful to him. In a way, I supposed . 
I loved him. It was the nearest thing to so 
that emotion I had ever felt, except for my = 
mother. This was going to be a grand, new pe 
life, I felt. But it wasn’t. A 
Perhaps, new freedom and a new mar real 
riage after a lifetime of being kept cooped fgh 
up from the outside world do not mix well § 
I felt that now I could go anywhere | of t 
pleased any time. The friends I had never reli 
been able to invite to my _ stepfather’ F 
home, I could invite to mine. The parties iat 
and good times I had missed for fear of 7" 
bringing down my stepfather’s anger, or my 
because my mother was too ill for me to rt 
leave her, I didn’t have to miss anymore, yi 
It was all worderful and thrilling, until] ey 
realized Jack didn’t want it that way. vi 
The first three months, all went well, Ps 
and then Jack began to complain about the 
girls who came to the house. More and es 
more he shunned the parties on some thin Idi 
excuse, and took to berating fellows who F 
had been friends of mine since I was a kid. exnpl 
“What does that guy want hanging soy 
around here?” Jack stormed one evening Cou 
when I told him Bud and a friend was husl 
coming over. “What do you see in him a 
anyhow?” It wasn’t an accusation, as if ee 
Bud and I were up to anything, so I didn't Hov 
mind the question. Last 
“What does anybody see in Bud?” | ra 
replied. “He’s just a guy who’s good fora I 
lot of laughs. The real life-of-the-parly § , 
type.” : 
“Nuts!” “¢ 
“Okay. So he doesn’t have to come t & ¢,, 
night. I'll call and make some excuse.” Thu 
“Tonight or any other night he doesnt § gay. 
have to come,” Jack snapped. ast 
And so it started. I realized, too late B divo 





that Jack was as insanely jealous as my 
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gepfather. He questioned my almost every 
pove away from home, insisted that I 
come in straight from work without even 
gy after-hours shopping, and kept as 
many people from the house as possible. 
But, imposing a stricter code upon me than 
he could keep himself, he made his own 
frequent, unexplained journeys away from 
home. On two or three occasions, when he 
returned I learned another shortcoming of 
our ill-conceived marriage; another one of 
the things I never really knew because 
Jack and I had never really been close. 
Jack had a weakness for drink. He was 
not an alcoholic, nor even a steady drinker. 
He only drank three or four times a month. 
But he shouldn’t have. Liquor mastered 
him completely. When he started drinking, 
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him. he could not stop. He became comical, 
xperienced then surly, then mean and spoiling for a 
ble happi fight. Worst of all, he would eventually get 
thing lie sick, and became unbearable to live with. 
what had He blamed me for what whisky did to 
We moved him. Soon, on such occasions, I found I 
nd T spent would look at him and see, not the pleas- 
ung, mak B ant young man I had married, but instead, 
rniture. IB the hulking, cruel figure of my stepfather. 
me, all my The resemblance was too much. I had 
ack, and] fed from the figure before; I would flee 
a again. One morning, instead of going to 
bs ool work as Jack thought I had, I slowly 
rand, si packed all my clothes and left. 

At first, there were some misgivings. I 
new au realized I had run out on Jack without 
pt cooped fighting to make our marriage work, but 
mix well | ™Y misgivings did not last long in the face 
ywhere | of the facts. It was too much to ask me to 
ad nal relive a miserable childhood. 

.pfather’ For three weeks I lived shut up in the 
© patie little room I had rented, afraid even to go 
r fear of A work for fear Jack would find me. Now 
nger, oy 27 Money was running low and I had to 
- an make plans. A newspaper ad and a quick 
save interview brought promise of a new, better- 
;, until] paying job. I found a nice small apartment 
val at reasonable rent, and found out how 
mt ae much money I would have to save to get a 
bout til divorce. For the first time in months, things 
‘ore and a looking brighter. And then a new and 
me 4 totally unexpected development occurred: 
an a I discovered I was pregnant. 
as a kid For the first time since my mother had 
haneill explained the reason for the bitterness of 
oven my stepfather, I felt complete despair. 
ad a Could I risk returning to an immature 
in him husband who was probably no more ready 
a for the responsibilities of parenthood than 
I didn't he was for the responsibilities of marriage? 
How could I possibly manage for myself? 
ad?” I Lastly, I considered an abortion, then 
d fon threw away the idea with disgust. 

I took stock of things as they were. For 

1e-parly Ba while, I could keep working at a job that 
paid me a good deal of the money I needed 

ail 80 badly. Most of it would still have to go 
a for the divorce, if Jack would give me one. 

S&B Thus, I would still have little or no money 
doesnt B saved. So I hit upon an idea. I wrote Jack 
a straight-forward letter, asking him for a 

90 late, B divorce. If he did not want one, I said, I 
as MY @ would return to him with his child. If he 











gave me the divorce, I wrote, I would not 
ask for child support. I had not really 
expected the proposal to work, but it did. 
Jack agreed to the divorce and even paid 
the cost. I guess he was as glad to be out of 
our marriage as was I. 

I worked for five and a-half months, and 
then my pregnancy forced me out of my 
job. Not wanting to bring shame to my 
mother nor face the scorn of friends, whom 
I had been carefully avoiding, I prepared 
to leave town. 


T’S FUNNY how I felt no fear of the 

city I chose—big, cold New York. It 
seemed, in fact, to offer just what I wanted: 
strangers, thousands of faceless people 
whom I could walk among as only another 
of the faceless. I could have my baby, or 
even drop dead on the sidewalk, without 
anybody bothering to interfere. It was 
exactly what I wanted. 

Only when the train rolled into Grand 
Central Station and I stepped off did I 
become afraid. As I moved down from the 
porter’s stool onto the concrete, I rocked 
unsteadily for a moment, caught in the 
first sinking feeling of being terribly alone. 
I had wanted it, and was now afraid of it. 

The oily smell of the trains and a sudden 
gust of steam released from one of the 
engines suddenly seemed to snap me into 
facing the reality. I walked into the lobby 
and headed for a telephone booth to call a 
hotel. When I stepped into the booth, I 
changed my mind. A hotel would probably 
be too expensive. I walked out to a news- 
stand, bought a newspaper and flipped it 
to the “rooms—furnished” section. I sat 
down and started to read. 

I read for about 10 minutes before the 
little brown woman with silver-blue hair 
came up to me and spoke. She must have 
been watching me from the very beginning. 
Her voice was soft and her smile quick. 

“Pardon me, my child,” she said, “but I 
noticed you might be in some distress, or 
in need of information. I wondered if I may 
be of service to you? I’m Mrs. Logan of 
the station’s Travelers’ Assistance Bureau.” 

“Well, I er , I just arrived and was 
sort of looking for a place to stay,” I said 
hesitantly. I didn’t want to tell her any- 
thing and I didn’t want her to help me, but 
at the same time [ felt so helpless and un- 
certain. I realized how stupid it had been 
for me to come to New York alone, preg- 
nant, knowing no one. 

Mrs. Logan was looking at me curiously. 
By now there was no hiding the fact I was 
pregnant. 

“Perhaps you have friends in the city,” 
she said, “or you are meeting someone in 
New York?” 

“No,” I sighed, “No one.” I didn’t mean 
to say it the way I did, with so much 
despair in my voice, but somehow it came 
out that way. 

“T think I understand,” Mrs. Logan said 
quickly. In that instant, her voice sounded 
amazingly like my mother’s. 

And, she was likewise amazingly help- 





ful. She said she knew of a rooming- 
house in a nice neighborhood that would 
be inexpensive. She also thought she could 
help me find a job where my condition 
would not matter. There might be, she 
hinted, other things she could do for me 
as time went on. I had no reason to ques- 
tion her help. She seemed so sincere. 

But it didn’t take long for me to learn 
what it was all about. Through shrewd 
friendliness, Mrs. Logan became like a 
mother to me. She wormed out details of 
my past, sympathized in my break with . 
my family and my divorce from Jack. It 
was terrible, she said, how many girls were 
caught each year in such webs of un- 
fortunate circumstances. In fact, Mrs. 
Logan revealed, she had dedicated her life 
to helping just such girls as I. She had 
connections with an adoption agency. If I 
would turn my baby over to them, they 
would take care of all hospital arrange- 
ments. 

Mrs. Logan made it seem both simple 
and sensible. All I had to do was sign 
certain papers and my worries were over. 
The adoption agency would even help me 
financially before the baby was born, if 
necessary. 

Despite the simplicity of Mrs. Logan’s 
proposal, I could not bring myself to do it. 
She never quit reminding me of the idea, 
however, and sometimes she seemed al- 
most hurt because I did not agree. I was 
soon to learn why. 

On the morning that the pains started, 
Mrs. Logan was there. She had made all 
the plans, she said —with the adoption 
agency. 

“No, no,” I argued. “I don’t want it that 
way.” By then the pains were coming 
faster. We didn’t seem to have much time 
to discuss it. 

“Marie, don’t be a fool,” Mrs. Logan 
snapped, her voice losing its softness for 
the first time. Now it was hard, command- 
ing. “What do you think you can give 
this baby? Nothing! Nothing at all but 
maybe a stepfather. A stepfather! Do you 
hear? Somebody to scold and beat and 
mistreat it the way your stepfather did 
you!” 

“No, no!” I shouted. “I won't!” 

“All right,” said Mrs. Logan curtly, turn- 
ing toward the door. “Have your baby 
your way.” 

“Mrs. Logan!” I screamed, “Help me!” 


I remember little else. except Mrs. Logan 
getting me into a taxi and taking me to a 
dismal, seemingly inadequate place that 
served as a sort of clinic. The doctor, 
whose name I learned later, was John 
Chambers. Between great stabs of pain, I 
signed papers that were shoved in front of 
me before the doctor would begin. Then 
everything seemed to fade away. 

It was weeks before I was well again. 
I realized, during that time, that I was 
not in a real hospital. There was an air of 
illegitimacy about the whole place. I never 
saw Mrs. Logan after my baby was born. 
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And I never saw my baby. I did not know 
if it was a boy or a girl. All I knew was 
I would never have to go through that 
again. Dr. Chambers told me I could not 
have another child. 

When I was ready to leave, Dr. Cham- 
bers told me that all my belongings had 
been brought there. I no longer had my 
old room, he said. I decided to call Mrs. 
Logan, and suddenly realized that it would 
be the first time. She had never given me 
her telephone number. I took my suitcase 
and walked to the nearest drug store. In- 
side, I called the station and asked for the 
Travelers’ Assistance Bureau. There was 
no such bureau, I was told, but there was 
one with a similar name. I was connected 
with it, and I asked for Mrs. Logan. 

“I’m sorry,” said the voice at the other 
end, “there’s no one with us by that name.” 

The final piece of the puzzle was now in 
place. Mrs. Logan was a fake; a contact 
woman for an illegal adoption racket. It 
must have been easy, waiting in train sta- 
tions, picking out likely-looking victims 
like myself. 

My baby would be auctioned off to the 
highest bidder, somebody who could not 
qualify at a legal adoption agency but who 
had money, or perhaps some trusting souls 
who just did not know an unscrupulous 
outfit from an honest one. 

I had been suckered in, and there was 
nothing I could do about it. 

There was nothing else for me to do but 
catch the train for home. I had just 
enough money. 

The trip home gave me a chance to cry, 
to get it all out of my system. When I 
stepped off the train this time, I was again 
tired, afraid and uncertain, but there were 
no more tears to shed. I looked about the 
station crowd for a familiar face. I saw 
none, but one saw me. 

“Marie.” 

It was Bud’s voice. 

“Hello, Bud,” I said, turning to him and 
managing a weak smile. “What are you 
doing here?” 

“T just put my old man on the train. 
He’s going west on a vacation. He wanted 
to give me last minute orders about the 
stores,” he said with a laugh. “We've got 
a small chain of them now, you know.” 

“No, I didn’t,” I said, and began to walk 
away. He stepped quickly beside me. 

“And you’ve been doing things I didn’t 
know about either,” he said. “Why, I didn’t 
even know about you and Jack busting up 
until a few months ago. I’m sorry.” 

“I’m not,” I said dryly. 

“Well, if you’re going to put it that way, 
neither am I, really.” He laughed again. 
“I guess I always sort of envied the way he 
always had you to himself, right from the 
start. Your father wouldn’t let anybody 
else near you.” 

“That’s right,” I said. “He wouldn’t.” 

We were outside the station now. 

“Where are you headin’?” Bud asked. 

“’m not sure,” I answered, realizing 
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for the first time that this was as bad as 
New York. I had no place to call home. 

“Home?” Bud was asking, “Or Jack’s 
house maybe?” 

I shook my head. 

“How about Liz Brewster’s place? Lis- 
ten, she’s got a mad pad. I was up there 
the other day and she was talking about 
you, how she would like to see you and all. 
She’s got lots of room and—” 

“No,” I said firmly. “Not Liz Brew- 
ster’s.” 

“Marie,” said Bud, taking on a con- 
fidential tone, “Liz is a changed woman. 
Not wild, like when she was a kid. And 
not so mean either. Why, she teaches Sun- 
day School and works in a bank. As re- 
spectable as they come. She would love to 
have you, I know.” 

“Okay,” I said, “I'll stop by and see 
her.” I said it lightly, but I knew I had 
little choice. 

Driving over to Liz’s, Bud asked sud- 
denly: “What happened between you and 
Jack?” 

“We just couldn’t get along.” 

I was quiet for a moment. 

“No, that wasn’t it,” I said finally. “I 
hated his guts, that’s why.” 


During the next few weeks, while I 
stayed with Liz, Bud came often and stayed 
long. At first, I thought he had been going 
with Liz, but I soon found out they were 
just good friends, as they had always been. 
Bud had never been serious with anyone, 
Liz reminded me. But I saw in him a new 
maturity, and the old kindness. 

Soon Bud began escorting me to base- 
ball games, where we disagreed violently 
on the teams; to movies, where we had the 
same tastes, and on long drives. Despite 
my old bitterness, I found myself having 
fun. 

But soon I noticed a new nervousness in 
Bud. He often seemed strangely quiet 
when we were together. Finally I guessed 
he was building up to something, but I 
never dreamed what it was. 

One night it came out. We had come 
from a late movie and Bud parked outside 
Liz’s apartment. 

“Marie,” he said after a while, “this may 
sound crazy and if it does, you can laugh 
in my face. But this has been too nice for 
me not to try to make a lifetime of it.” 

“No, Bud,” I said quickly, yet unable to 
hide my shock. 

“Why not? We like each other. With 
me, it’s even more than that. I want to 
marry you, Marie, and keep having fun, 
and a home and kids and—” 

“Oh, no Bud,” I cried. There was no use 
trying to hold back the tears. Bud took me 
in his arms and kissed me. I broke away, 
and for the first time I sobbed out the 
whole story of what had happened in New 
York. 

“T can’t give you children, Bud,” I cried. 
“My own baby, I don’t know what it is or 
where it is. And I can’t have any more. 


Oh Bud, I want my baby back!” 

We sat quietly for a long time. Fina 
I said: “But it’s too late for all that.” 

“In a way,” Bud said. Then he took my 
hand. “But you know, I’ve always beep 
afraid that a kid of my own would look 
like me—funny and wide-eyed and all” 
He held my hand tighter. “We could adop, 
a child, Marie. Who knows, we might even 
find—the right one.” 

I put my head on his shoulder and wep 
softly. I knew I would love Bud always 

THE END 
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How To Improve Your 
Husband 
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erable for her. 

Pearline, on the other hand, made m 
bones about her two unhappy marriages, 
She was a newcomer to the new develop. 
ment where we lived and had bought her 
house for cash with the settlement her lay. 
yers had gotten from her last husband. She 
was young and attractive, which some of 


the women in the neighborhood held}, 


against her, but I liked her. And I had 
the feeling that underneath her seemingly 
hard exterior she was really just a softie, 

As the three of us sat there, I couldn’ 


help wondering whether Harry and I really}* 


fit into the community we had chosen 3 
year ago for our home. True, we were ac 
cepted by our neighbors and had never 
been made to feel we were intruders. Still, 
my husband and I were different in many 
ways from our friends and acquaintances, 

For one thing, we were both younger 
than the majority of Glenwood Park resi- 


‘dents. Most of them were nearing middle 


age and had been working and saving long 


enough to build or buy homes away from}, 


the city. 

Although Harry had a good job working 
for the state, we never could have afforded 
the nice five-room house we lived in. We'l 
just been lucky. Harry’s uncle had finally 
gotten fed up with quiet suburban life and 
had moved back into the city. He had 
practically given us the house. 

For the first year of our marriage, Hary 
and I had been supremely happy. Never 
cross word marred our idyl and it seemed 
that there wasn’t enough we could do for 
each other. 

Then, shortly after we moved to Glen 
wood Park, things began to change. There 
was a strain in our relationship that wa 
hard to figure out. I had done my best to 
try and ignore it, and chatting with Grace 


and Pearline that day was the first time Idf. 


ever mentioned the problem to anyone. 
“Just what seems to be the trouble be 

tween you and Harry?” Pearline asked. 

Her tone was that of a doctor asking for 


patient’s symptoms so he can prescribe 4 ; 


cure. 
I shrugged my shoulders, reluctant t0 

discuss what I had come to regard as 4 

threat to my once-happy marriage. 
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“Tt’s nothing, Pearline,” I said. “At least 
_nothing I can put my finger on.” 

; puget 2 : eae 

“It’s Harry’s dislike of your friends, isn’t 
9” 
Without waiting for an answer, Grace 
yent on, “Oh, I’ve noticed it, and so have 
gather people. We're not good enough for 
. ” 


im. 
“Oh, no,” I said quickly. “It’s just that 

_well. he never seems to have time for 

socializing any more.” 

“Sounds like trouble to me,” Pearline 

told me. “Take my advice, honey—get rid 

of him!” 

“[ love my husband!” I declared, “And 
[m not going to break up my marriage 
over a little thing like—” 

“Those ‘little things’ are the ones you’ve 
got to watch!” Pearline snapped. “They 
start out small, but they can ruin your life. 
Look at Grace, here—she stuck by Arthur 
ill these years, hoping and praying he’d 
change his ways, and now she can’t stand 
the sight of him. And I don’t blame her!” 
“Maybe it’s not all Arthur’s fault,” 
Grace said softly. “In some ways, he’s been 
a good husband.” 

Pearline waved her hand in disgust. 
‘Don’t go making excuses for him. He’s 
just like my first husband—he’d swear 
black was white just because I said the 
opposite!” 

“But there must be a reason why Arthur 
says and does things to embarrass you, 
Grace,” I protested. 

“Sure there’s a reason, a good one,” 
Pearline sniffed. “He’s a man.” 

At that point, Grace changed the subject 
and we talked about more pleasant things. 
But I was not convinced that Pearline had 
all the answers. She had an animated way 
of talking and always had a snappy come- 
back, but that did not mean that she was 
right. 

What was the answer, then? I was will- 
ing to accept the fact that no person is 
perfect, even though during courtship both 
the girl and the man pretend that neither 
me has any faults. When they begin to 
wtice flaws in the character of their be- 
lwed, the honeymoon is over. 

Still, I was not ready to concede that this 
automatically meant the end of marriage. 
Ifelt that something could be done to hold 
acouple together. The trouble was, I had 
to one to go to for help. It was obvious 
that both Grace and Pearline were so bitter 
tbout their own experiences that any advice 
they would give me couldn’t help but be 
one-sided. 

For weeks now I had felt I couldn’t go 
munless Harry changed for the better. I 
vas willing to try anything. So that even- 
ing, after my chat with my two friends, I 
made a special effort to win back my hus- 
band’s cooling affections. 

I prepared his favorite meal and took 
great pains to look my nicest when he ar- 
tied home. When Harry walked in the 
door, I ran up to him and gave him a big 
Iss, 
“Hello, 


darling,” I said with a smile. 





“I’ve got a surprise for you tonight.” 

Harry’s eyes lighted up for a brief mo- 
ment, then clouded as he noticed the frilly 
dress I wore under my apron. 

“What’s the surprise?” he asked indif- 
ferently. “You’re all dressed up to go out 
again tonight, aren’t you?” 

I knew he was making a left-handed 
reference to my frequent nights out while 
he stayed home, but I didn’t want to spoil 
things by getting into a big argument 
about that again. So I said gaily, “Is it 
against the rules for a girl to dress up for 
her husband? Now hurry and wash for 
dinner. That’s the surprise.” 

But nothing turned out as I had planned 
so hopefully. Harry was more taciturn 
than usual during the meal and we didn’t 
get a chance for the heart-to-heart talk I 
wanted. 

It seemed I just couldn’t reach Harry 
any more and that only a big change in 
him would make our marriage last. As one 
last attempt, I waited until after we had 
eaten, then said invitingly, ““Would you 
like to take me out tonight, darling?” 

Harry didn’t even glance up from the 
book he was reading. “You know I can’t go 
out in the middle of the week, Evelyn. Be- 


sides, I have to finish this book tonight. 
Some other time,” he added, absentmind- 
edly. 


I flared up at that. “Some other time? 
Next year, maybe? Well, Mr. Bookworm, 
I won’t be around then. I’m sick of playing 
second fiddle to a bunch of books!” 

“Let’s not start that again, Evelyn,” he 
pleaded. 

“I’m not starting anything, 
“I’m finished—with everything! 

I whirled out of the room and left the 
house, not knowing or caring where I was 
heading. I was so upset that I thought it 
best not to take the car, which was stand- 
ing in the driveway. Instead, I started 
walking along the street, my mind in a tur- 
moil. Eventually, I found myself in what 
was considered the poorer section of Glen- 
wood Park. 

The homes were less expensive than in 
the area where we lived and most of the 
residents were wage earners instead of 
professional people. I hadn’t realized how 
far I had walked in my confused state but 
all of a sudden I was bone-tired. My pace 
slowed and I looked about me to get my 
bearings. As I passed an ancient but neat 
white cottage, I heard a cheery voice call 
“Good evening to you.” 


” T shot back. 


7? 


out, 

I turned to see an elderly woman sitting 
on the porch. I returned the greeting, and 
said, “You look all tuckered out, 

Why don’t you set a spell?” 

I hesitated. “Thanks, but—” 

“Do you good,” she urged. “A body has 
to take it easy in this kind of weather.” 

“Thank you,” I said, turning into the 
path that led to the vine-covered porch. I 
sat down on the step and rested my head 
against the porch railing. 

“Got myself a pitcher of lemonade,” my 
hostess said. “Why don’t you try some?” 
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Before I could object, she had gotten 
up and spryly walked into the house. When 
she returned with a glass, I was already 
lost in my thoughts. 

“A penny for your thoughts,” I heard 
her say. I glanced up quickly and took 
the glass she offered me. 

“They’re not worth that to me,” I re- 
plied, hoping she wouldn’t turn out to be 
one of those prying busy bodies. 


A S IT HAPPENED, she wasn’t. But she 
*™ liked to talk and I was content to listen 
to her rambling conversation. She was a 
plump little old lady, with a kind motherly 
face, and had very definite opinions about 
a variety of subjects. Before I realized it, 
she was telling me all about her late hus- 
band, a very remarkable man. 

Leastwise, he was when I got through 
with him,” she added proudly. 

I was relaxed and refreshed now, but I 
had no intention of getting involved in a 
big discussion. So I said to Mrs. Winters, 
as she had introduced herself, “I guess you 
were one of those lucky women. Most of us 
get stuck with a man who turns out to be 
hopeless.” 

“Don’t talk such foolishness, child!” 
Mrs. Winters gently chided. “No man is 
hopeless—if he’s got a good woman inter- 
ested enough to help him change.” 

“Are you saying that a woman can im- 
prove her husband?” I asked incredu- 
lously. 

“That’s exactly what I’m saying!” 

She leaned over and poured. me another 
glass of cool lemonade, then returned to 
her rocking. “They’ve got all sorts of fancy 
names for it nowadays,” she continued, 
“but in my day we called it ‘mother-wit.’ 

“Don’t laugh,” she went on. “But there 
are still people around who have more 
sense than all the high school and college 
graduates put together. 

“What I mean by that—you don’t learn 
how to get along with people out of a 
school book. Life teaches you that!” 

I shook my head in disagreement. “Some 
people—men, I mean—are impossible to 
live with to start with,” I told her. 

Mrs. Winters just sat there gently rock- 
ing, a benign smile on her face. And be- 
fore I knew it, I was pouring out my 
troubles to her. I told her how happy 
Harry and I had been for the first 12 
months of our marriage; how he suddenly 
seemed to change soon after we moved to 
Glenwood Park. 

“Are you sure it was a change. That he 
wasn’t that way all the time?” Mrs. Win- 
ters ventured, as if she were thinking 
aloud. “You overlook a lot of things dur- 
ing the honeymoon.” 

“Maybe you’re right,” I conceded, “but 
just the same, he’s got to change from the 
way he is now if we’re going to make a go 
of our marriage.” 

“Is he the only one who needs changing, 
my dear?” 

Her casual question caught me off guard 
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and was more than a little irritating. I 
stood up abruptly and said, “I must be 
going now. Thanks for your hospitality— 
and the advice.” 

Try as I might, Mrs. Winter’s words kept 
running through my mind in ‘the days that 
followed. My problem was still the same: 
Harry never volunteered to take me out, 
and I stood on my pride and refused to 
ask him. Instead, I would get dressed up 
and go out, leaving him with the books he 
seemed to prefer to my company. 

But I was far from happy and began to 
think more and more about some of the 
things Mrs. Winters had said to me that 
evening. She had maintained that any man 
could be improved and I finally made up 
my mind to give it a try. 

But where and how to start? The public 
library seemed to be a logical place to 
begin, but once I got there I found so 
many books on the subject of marriage 
relations I was at a loss. 

Then I recalled the name of one expert 
in the field: Dr. Paul Popenoe, director of 
the American Institute of Family Rela- 
tions in Ios Angeles. I found that he has 
written several books and picked out one 
of his latest, Marriage Is What You Make 
It. I found a quiet corner and started to 
leaf through the book. The chapter headed 
“Improve Your Husband Scientifically” 
caught my eye. 

What I read came as somewhat of a 
shock. Dr. Popenoe writes: 

“Why does a wife want to improve her 
husband? For the same reason, of course, 
that a husband wants to improve his wife. 
Her determination to improve the man 
she marries is usually due to one or both 
of two reasons: 

“First, it makes her feel superior. She 
inflates her own ego by pointing out the 
derelictions of her husband. It’s merely a 
way of telling him and herself that ‘I’m 
better than you are.’ That is an infantile 
sort of behavior.” 

I put down the book and did some seri- 
ous thinking. What I had read seemed to 
apply to my good friend Grace. It was a 
matter of common knowledge in our circle 
that although Arthur made good money, 
Grace was ashamed of the rather menial 
job he held. She could have married a 
professional man, but chose Arthur in- 
stead. 

Grace made a point of belittling her 
husband whenever they were out, and in 
retaliation, Arthur would deliberately do 
things to provoke her. As a result, they 
were constantly at swords’ point. 

The second reason given by Dr. Pope- 
noe, stated: 

“Second, because her own personality is 
too inadequate, too limited, too immature 
to love a man. She can love only part of a 
man. That is an equally infantile sort of 
behavior. 

This, I realized, applied to Pearline. I 
I could easily see that her personality 
would prevent her from establishing a 
workable relationship with any man. 


But it’s always easier to solve somebody 
else’s problem than your own. So I took g 
deep breath and continued my education, 
Another authority, Henry A. Bowman, ay. 
thor of Marriage For Moderns, points oy 
that people usually change more readily 
through experience than through sugges 
tion and criticism. 

He adds, “It is useless to tell someone 
that he should be different unless there jg 
provided a situation in which he can he 
different or unless he himself understands 
the need for a change and provides the 
situation.” 

I also learned that it takes time for g 
person to change, and that “an attitude of 
adjustment is preferable to an attitude of 
reform.” The writer observes that: 

“Most persons are not readily amenable 
to a reform program suggested or pressed 
upon them by someone else. Reform car. 
ries an implication of inferiority, which jis 
usually resented. Attempts at reform may 
result in rebellion.” 

On the other hand, “People resent re 
form, but they also tend to resent being 
‘handled’, though this is the opposite ex. 
treme. To be ‘handled’ also implies in. 
feriority and may make an individual feel 
that he has been hoodwinked.” 

As an alternative, Bowman suggests, 
“Whenever possible, it is better to be posi- 
tive rather than negative—the word posi- 
tive being used in the sense of constructive 
and complimentary, not in the sense of 
dogmatic and overconfident, and negative 
in the sense of censorious and depreciatory, 
not in the sense of a negative reply to 
criticism. 

“Reward is more effective than punish- 
ment. Praise is more efficacious than blame, 
Noticing an individual’s successes is pref- 
erable to noting his failures. 

“The old saying, ‘If you cannot say 
anything good about a person, do not say 
anything,’ may be trite, but it has values 
as well as limitations.” 

As I continued to read, I made notes that 
seemed naturally to fall into a list of “dos” 
and “don’ts” that would guide me or any 
other woman in my predicament. 

Some persons improve through criticism, 
but others respond to encouragement be- 
cause criticism makes them self-conscious. 
They have difficulty in improving, espe 
cially if their efforts are witnessed by the 
person who did the criticizing. 

1. Don’t project your own failures onto 
your husband. 

2. Make sure you really want him to 
change. Your feeling that he needs im 
provement may only reflect other problems 
in the relationship. 

3. Try to create favorable situations it 
which it is easy for him to change. If, asia 
my friend Grace’s case, the wife is embar 
rassed by the husband’s ignorance of eti 
quette or the social graces, tactful sugge* 
tions in the privacy of the home are better 
than complaints in public. 

4. Set a good example. Ask yourself; 
“What would he like to change in me?” 
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5. Remember, no one is perfect. A 
yoman who loved a man enough to marry 
jim should take comfort in those qualities 
gthe same time she is trying to improve 
m others. 

6. Remember, a man can’t be two differ- 
at things at the same time. A woman who 
marries a man because he is strong and 
masterful should not then try to break his 
yil and make him over into a Casper 
Milquetoast. 

7, In most instances, a request is more 
diective than a command. Most people like 
i do things for others and to cooperate, 
hut few like to be ordered about. 

§. Be frank. Frankness and open discus- 
sion are a good thing, and their effective- 
ness is increased when accompanied by a 
liberal sprinkling of tact. 

Perhaps the most important lesson of 
ny self-education is that one should try to 
understand his own and the other person’s 
notives. There is a reason—however illogi- 
tal—behind every human act. 

In my own case, after I swallowed my 
pide and brought myself around to dis- 
ussing my problem with my husband, I 
discovered that the motives of both of us 
yere to blame for our trouble. 

“To tell the truth, I thought you were 
heing selfish,” Harry said during one of our 
talks. “No matter how tired I came home, 
you were always wanting to go out some- 
where.” 

“Yet, you’d sit up practically all night 
reading some old book!” I countered. I 
tried to keep my voice level, remembering 
having read that “When persons become 
emotionally aroused, as they usually do 
when they argue, they cease to think 
clearly.” 

“Those books helped me pass the exam 
to get into the next higher classification,” 
Harry explained. 

I was amazed. “But why didn’t you tell 
me? I had no idea that was what you were 
doing.” 

“You didn’t seem to be interested in 
anything I was doing,” Harry said. 

“But that’s not true!” 

“Well, you never talked about anything 
except how well Mrs. So-and-So’s husband 
was doing or the new car somebody down 
the block just bought.” 

“But I was enly trying to encourage you, 
darling,” I explained. “I know it sounds a 
little silly now, but I thought you’d want 
fo get nice things for me, too.” 

Harry came over and took me in his 
ams. “I’ve always wanted the best for 
you, darling. That’s why I studied so hard,” 
he said softly. “I realize now that I should 
have let you know what I was trying to do.” 
I shook my head. “I should have guessed 
there was a good reason for the way you 
were acting. I just made matters worse by 
founcing out of the house often.” 

He put his fingers over my lips. “Let’s 
try to forget about it. Beginning with right 
now, everything will be like it was when 
we first married!” 

Harry’s fervent kiss told me that he 





meant every word he said. And my heart 
leaped with joy, even though I was wise 
enough now to know that even the most 
ideal marriage can be an everlasting hon- 
eymoon. 

But the words of a leading authority in 
human relations provided me with a pro- 
tective armor against any future problems: 

“A husband and wife need not agree 
upon everything or even like each other’s 
every trait. It is not so much disagreement 
as the manner in which it is expressed 
that causes difficulty. They should, how- 
ever, agree upon basic goals; at least, they 
should reach a workable compromise con- 
cerning them.” 

“Every human being needs someone to 
believe in him—not necessarily for achieve- 
ment, but for contentment and happiness,” 
Bowman concluded in his book, Marriage 
For Moderns. “Each needs someone who 
knows without being told, someone who 
sees beneath exteriors. Marriage brings 
such a one.” 

I know for certain now that mine does. 


THE END 





The Child I Married 
(Continued from Page 38) 


the kitchen. Even in a house dress and 
apron she looked like one of her fashion 
models. 

“But mother he is a stick-in-the-mud. All 
he ever wants to do is sit home and rest 
his weary old bones.” 

“Darling that’s not true. You’ve been 
out four nights this week and as hard as 
Dan works he needs an evening in once in 
a while.” 

I smiled my thanks and wondered if June 
would be as calm and self-sufficient as her 
mother when she was her age. I also won- 
dered if June would keep her figure as well 
as Alice had when she reached thirty-three. 
Not if she kept spending all her time over 
sodas at Thompson’s I thought. 

“Alice,” I asked as we were finishing 
dinner, “how did you know that I’ve always 
wanted to come home and find a frosty 
bottle of beer waiting for me?” 

She grinned back at me. “It’s something 
most men like, Dan. June’s father did.” 

“Well,” June interrupted, “are we going 
to the movies or aren’t we?” 

“I’m not,” Alice said. “I’m enough trou- 
ble around here without horning in on your 
pleasures.” 

“I’m not going either,” I said scowling 
at the two boys again. They annoyed me 
unreasonably with their flattop haircuts, 
starched white shirts and dirty jeans. 

June picked up her coat. “Okay, then. 
You two old folks can sit here and listen 
to each other’s arteries harden. We’re off.” 

When they were gone Alice settled her- 
self on the divan with a bunch of my socks 
to darn. She smiled contentedly as she 
said, “You know when you’ve led the kind 


of wandering life I have for the last few 
years, you appreciate a nice quiet living 
room and a simple, homely task like this.” 

“Listen to our arteries harden! I'll show 
her who’s got hardening of the arteries.” I 
muttered, still mad at the way June had 
gone off and left me. 

Alice laughed. “There’s a couple more 
bottles of beer in the refrigerator if you 
want them, Dan.” 

“That’s just what I do want,” I said. “If 
you'll have one with me.” 

“Yes,” she said. “Us old folks have to 
have some pleasures.” 

June didn’t get in until almost three the 
next morning. I laid awake for hours won- 
dering and worrying about where she was. 
I was on the verge of calling the boys’ 
parents when I finally heard Ted’s car 
outside and then June banging the front 
door as she came in. 

“Where the devil have you been?” I 
demanded getting out of bed. 

She was swaying slightly, her hair hung 
over her face and her clothes looked rum- 
pled. “Triple feature,” she said, “Lasted 
a long time.” 

I grabbed her by the arm. “You're ly- 
ing,” I said. “You’ve been drinking.” 

She moved against me. “Don’t you love 
me anymore, Danny boy?” 

“June, this is no way for you to act. 
You’re a married woman and you shouldn’t 
be running around drinking and coming 
home so late.” 

“So ... don’t like my friends . . . hus- 
ban’ wantsa keep me ina cage alla time,” 
she said loudly. 

“Be quiet,” I said evenly, “you'll wake 
your mother.” 

“Wake my mother .. . just like you... 
oughta be havin’ good time . . . wantsa 
sit round talkin’. And who’s talkin’ *bout 
drinkin’ . . . living room’s fulla bottles.” 

“We had one bottle of beer apiece and 
then went to bed.” 

“Ha! You even bore my mother,” she 
laughed. “Bore me, bore my frens, bore 
my mother. Wha’ kinda husban’ are you 
anyway?” 

“Stop it! Stop it,’ I said shaking her 
until her head rocked back and forth. 

“Leggo of me, leggo. Don’ know why... 
ever married you in first place. Don’ know 
why married . . . man so old . . . never 
wansa do anything.” The words poured out 
and she broke into sobs. 

I pulled her to me. “Please, please, June, 
don’t talk that way. You don’t know what 
you do to me when you talk like that.” 

She raised her head from my chest where 
it had fallen. “I don’ care. You don’ really 
love me. Wouldn’t treat me ... way you 
do ... if you loved me.” 

She was so young and so breathtakingly 
beautiful and I loved her so much. I 
couldn’t stand to see her like this. I wanted 
her to be happy always. I hugged her tight 
against me as I said, “Darling, don’t cry. 
I'll try to do more of the things you like. 
I'll take you out more. I promise.” 

She calmed down a little then and I got 
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her undressed and into the shower. When 
she came out she was almost sober and 
she smiled at me shyly. “Will you, Danny? 
Will you really? It gets so lonely around 
this old house all day long that I don’t 
think I could stand staying home evenings, 
too. I thought it would be better when Mom 
came. We used to be such good buddies 
but she’s changed. She’s always working 
and she doesn’t want to have fun anymore.” 

“We'll see that you have better times, 
sweetheart, but don’t ever say you’re sorry 
you married me.” I kissed her hungrily 
and she snuggled against me with a rare 
show of affection. 

I took her out as I promised, sometimes 
as many as five nights a week. We played 
bridge, danced, went on beach parties and 
saw movies. The bridge reduced me to 
yawns. At the dances I’d mostly sit in a 
corner and watch June dance with the kids 
her age. At beach parties I tended the fire 
while the youngsters went swimming. At 
the movies I simply fell asleep. 

It looked like I was a social misfit mar- 
ried to a girl whose life would have been 
a blank without the comings and goings 
of the crowd she had been a part of all 
her life. Maybe it was just that I was from 
a different generation, a generation who 
had been kids during the last years of the 
depression and who had lived through two 
wars since then. Maybe because of this I 
took things more seriously than June did 
and thought less of just having fun. Or 
maybe, and this I always left until last and 
then quickly rejected it, maybe June and 
I just weren’t suited to each other. No, it 
couldn’t be true. I loved June and I was 
sure she loved me. She would change as 
she grew older; she would settle down and 
make me a wonderful wife .. . if I could 
stand the pace that long. 

It was easier to stand now that the house 
was always clean and hot meals ready when 
I got home from work. It was Alice though 
and not June who saw to that. And when 
I put up new shelves in the garage or 
spaded the flower beds, it was Alice who 
admired my handiwork. When I got up for 
work in the morning, it was Alice who got 
my breakfast even though it meant getting 
up earlier than she would otherwise have 
had to. 

“Alice, you shouldn’t do this,” I told 
her one morning. “Let June get breakfast 
once in a while.” 

She grinned and went on with what she 
was doing. I guess she knew that before 
she had come to live with us I’d gone to 
work with nothing but some cold cereal 
under my belt. 

“T have to get up in another hour any- 
way and we working people might as well 
have breakfast together.” 

“You’re a good guy, Alice,” I said im- 
pulsively and reached over to squeeze her 
hand. 

She poured me another cup of coffee 
and we sat in a companionable silence 
looking at the paper until my ride showed 
up. 
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THINGS MIGHT HAVE gone on that 

way forever if I hadn’t discovered I 
could take one of the courses I needed at 
night school. June objected bitterly to the 
idea of my spending three nights a week in 
school when I told her of my plans. I ex- 
plained that it would be for only ten weeks 
and that it would be just that much less 
I would have to take later. She finally 
agreed but not very gracefully. 

“Oh go ahead if you want to. I don’t 
care. You always complain about going out 
anyway.” 

“Please, June, this is important. It’s im- 
portant to our future.” 

“Future, future . . . that’s all you ever 
think about. What about now? Why do 
you want to throw away our now for your 
silly old tomorrow?” She turned away from 
me. “But go ahead if you want to. I'll find 
someone else to take me out.” 

“June, try to understand. I feel that I 
must take this course and as soon as it’s 
over we'll have plenty of time to go places. 
And please don’t run around with the gang 
too much while I’m at school. I know it’s 
all right but other people might misunder- 
stand. They'll begin to talk.” 

“Let them talk. I’m going to have a good 
time while I still can.” 

I enjoyed my class. I was doing some- 
thing I liked and I soon found that I was 
doing it well. But things at home went 
from bad to worse. I found out that June 
had meant it when she said she wouldn’t 
stay home. She was out almost every eve- 
ning when I got home. Alice was always 
there and would fix me a light supper but 
June wouldn’t be in for hours after I had 
gone to bed. When I asked where she had 
been the answer was always the same, “I 
was out with the kids. Do you expect me 
to sit at home like someone’s grand- 
mother?” 

I tried to reason with her but with no 
success. Between my job and my class I 
was pretty keyed up and got impatient 
with her when she wouldn’t see things my 
way. We’d quarrel and make up and the 
next night she’d be out again. Alice and 
I didn’t discuss the situation but I knew 
she was aware of what was going on. I 
knew too that she talked to June and tried 
to get her to understand what being mar- 
ried meant but she only turned the girl 
against her. Before long all either of us 
could get out of her was a bright artificial 
grin and a curt “Yes” or “No” to our ques- 
tions. 

And then one night I determined to wait 
up for her and really have it out. For the 
first time it entered my head that maybe all 
this wasn’t as innocent as it looked. Maybe 
there was more to it than just the longing 
for company and excitement. Our sex life 
had practically ceased to exist. Physically 
June was a woman with a fully developed, 
rounded, soft woman’s body. To me it was 
a terribly exciting body and it was torture 
to be near her and yet not be able to make 
love to her. And she made it quite clear 
that she didn’t want me to. But was it the 
actual love-making she disliked or just me? 


The doubt had been growing in my ming 
for several weeks and I couldn’t live with 
it any longer. I had to find out. So I waited 
and I waited and it was four o’clock in the 
morning before I heard the by now famil. 
iar sound of Ted Bradley’s pipes coming 
down the street. 

I sat there seething as I waited for he 
to come in. Every minute I expected to 
hear her key in the lock but when a half 
hour had gone by and she still didn’t put 
in an appearance I went to see if I had 
made a mistake and maybe it hadn’t been 
Ted’s car at all. I couldn’t see how I could 
mistake the roaring and popping noises it 
made but maybe I had. I opened the front 
door quietly so as not to disturb Alice and 
went out on the porch. The car was there 
all right. It was a cut down red convertible 
and the joy of Ted’s heart. I strode quickly 
toward it and jerked open the door. June 
was stretched out across the seat cradled 
in Ted’s arms. I took one look at the open 
front of June’s blouse and at the way her 
skirt was hiked up and a red fury took 
possession of me. 

June scrambled hastily out of the car 
and tried to stop me as I made a grab for 
Ted. He yelled as I dragged him from the 
seat and June screamed as [ hit him. 

“Danny, Danny, don’t be a jerk. We were 
just smooching a little.” 

I smashed my fist into Ted’s face and 
he went down. He scrambled to his feet 
and [I started for him again. I think I might 
have killed him if Alice hadn’t laid a re. 
straining hand on my arm and said calmly, 
“Dan, please don’t. It isn’t worth it.” 

My sanity returned and I watched as the 
boy hurriedly got back in his car and drove 
off. 

“Come on inside, Dan,” Alice said still 
holding on to my arm. I looked around for 
June but she had already gone into the 
house. I wanted to go after her and hut 
her, lash out at her to make up for some of 
the pain I was feeling. 

Alice seemed to sense what I was think 
ing for she said, “Take it easy, Dan, take 
it easy.” 

“Take it easy? You should have seen 
the way I found them!” 

“T can guess. But there’s no use going 
off half-cocked and doing something you'll 
be sorry for.” She led me into the living 
room and closed the door. She brought me 
a drink and I wondered at the pain in her 
eyes as she sat down beside me on the 
divan. This slender, understanding mother 
in-law of mine was a constant surprise to 
me. 

“June’s locked herself in your bedroom, 
Dan.” As I started to my feet, she pulled 
me back down. “No, leave her alone for 
now. I want to talk to you.” 

“T should have kiiled that little twerp,”! 
said, angry again. 

“Maybe it wasn’t all his fault, Dan. 
Maybe it wasn’t all June’s fault either. I'm 
afraid a lot of the blame is mine.” 

“How do you figure that?” 

She got up and poured herself a drink 
before she went on. “I guess maybe since 
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June’s father died I’ve been too intensely 


concerned with making money so June 
youldn’t have to go without the things the 
other kids had and not enough concerned 
with taking care of her in other more im- 
portant ways. That’s mainly why I came 
hack when she wrote me. Some of the 
ihings in her letter worried me.” She 
paused to take a sip of her drink and I 
yaited for her to continue. “Since I’ve been 
here I’ve had to face the fact that I made 
ahash of bringing her up. Her aunt tried 
but. . - well, I’m afraid June’s awfully 
spoiled. She puts far too much importance 
on things like having a good time. In most 
ways she’s still a child.” 

“She wasn’t acting like a child out there 
inthat car,” I said with the hurt and anger 
showing in my voice. I was right I thought, 
it wasn’t that June didn’t like love-making, 
she just wasn’t interested in me, her hus- 
band. 

“But isn’t that really just a part of her 
clinging to her adolescence, Dan? Necking 
ina parked car is kid stuff. Doesn’t it fit 
into the pattern of her rejection of married 
life, her rejection of growing up?” 

“Well, she certainly has rejected me,” I 
said wearily. 

Alice laid a compassionate hand on my 
shoulder. I’ll fix you up a bed here on the 
divan,” she said. “You’d better get some 
sleep.” 

But I didn’t sleep. Have you ever lain 
awake going over and over what you’re go- 
ing to say to someone in the morning? 
Sentence after sentence went through my 
head, scene after scene came unbidden to 
drive away sleep. Scenes in which I for- 
gave June and she promised to reform, 
senes in which she wept bitterly and 
begged for my forgiveness, scenes in which 
I scorned her entreaties and pushed her 
away. None of which prepared me for what 
actually happened the next evening when 
Icame home from work. 

June was sitting in the living room calm- 
lymaking up her face. Piled in front of her 
were two suitcases and as I closed the door 
behind me Alice came out of her room with 
abag in each hand. 

‘Tm leaving you, Dan,” June informed 
me in a cold voice. “I’ve thought for quite 
awhile now that it wouldn’t work and after 
last night I’m sure of it.” 

“You can’t mean it,” I blurted complete- 
ly stunned. 

“I do mean it. We’re just too different 
tomake a go of it. Uncle Sid is going to 
pick us up in a few minutes.” 

“It’s that little rat, Bradley, 
demanded. 

“No, it isn’t. I’m just tired of being mar- 
tied... to you,” she said defiantly. And 
that was that! 

There was a knock on the door and 
Uncle Sid came in looking embarrassed. I 
helped him carry out the bags and then 
turned to say goodbye to Alice. She had 
lears in her eyes and squeezed my arm 
sympathetically before getting into the car. 
And then they were gone and my married 
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life was over. Just like that. I went back 
into the house and dug out a bottle. Even 
after it was gone I could still feel the pain 
deep inside me. 

Three months later I was still feeling it 
as I left the courtroom where a judge had 
said the words that had untied the knot a 
minister had tied less than two years ago. 
By this time though I knew that liquor 
didn’t do any good. God knows I had tried 
enough of it to find out. So much so that 
I had quit my night class, spent a good 
part of my savings and almost lost my job. 
So this night I didn’t head for the nearest 
bar. Instead I went home and collapsed on 
the divan and wished I hadn’t forgotten 
how to cry. 

I had almost fallen into an uneasy sleep 
when the doorbell rang. Groggily I an- 
swered it to find Alice standing there with 
a paper bag in her arms. 

“T brought some Chinese food,” she said. 
“You looked like you hadn’t had anything 
to eat for a week when I saw you in court 
today.” 

“I’m not hungry. Just leave me alone.” 

“You're in no mood to be left alone,” she 
said coming in and putting down her bag. 
“Why don’t you open some beer for us 
while I heat this stuff up?” 

“T couldn’t eat anything,” I insisted. “I 
appreciate your coming, Alice, but I 
couldn’t touch a thing.” 

“You will when you see what I brought. 
Chicken chow mein, egg foo young, beef 
tomato, egg roll... the whole works.” 


N AYBE THE OLD-TIMERS who said 
~** that the stomach was the seat of the 
emotions were right. I let Alice talk me 
into eating and afterward, as we sat smok- 
ing in the living room, I began to feel much 
better. Whether it was the food or Alice’s 
understanding companionship, some of the 
great cold lump within me melted a little. 

“I'm sorry, Dan, about this whole thing 
but I'm afraid that it was bound to happen. 
It’s just as well it happened before there 
were children.” We had finished eating and 
gone back in the living room with our cof- 
lee. 

“What do you mean ‘bound to happen’?” 

“IT mean that my daughter just wasn’t 
ready for marriage. You looked for some- 
thing in her that just wasn’t there. You 
married a child and expected her to be as 
mature as you are and she just couldn’t 
do it.” 

“I thought she loved me,” I said miser- 
ably. 

“She did ... as much as she loves any 
man. You came back from overseas and 
you were older and had more money to 
spend on her than her other boy friends. 
It’s easy enough to convince yourself you’re 
in love when you want to. But when the 
glamour wore off and she found that mar- 
riage was hard work she discovered she 
didn’t love you enough to make the effort.” 

I could see that this was probably true 
but it didn’t help me much. 

“I’m sending June away to school and 
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I think that in a few years she'll come 
around all right and make a wonderful 
woman. I’m sorry your marriage didn’t 
work out, Dan. I think you’re a swell guy 
and you'd have made a go of it if anyone 
could have.” 

She placed her hand on mine and I took 
it in both of mine and sat holding it for a 
while drawing strength and comfort from 
her presence. 

When she got up to go I held her coat 
for her and she smiled up at me. We never 
did figure out quite how it happened but 
suddenly she was in my arms and my lips 
found hers. For a few minutes we stood 
locked together our bodies responding to 
each other as the kiss became more intense 
and intimate. 

Suddenly aware of what was happening 
I pushed her away almost rudely. 

“Sorry. Alice,” I muttered, “I don’t know 
what got into me.” 

“I’m sorry too, Dan,” she said shakily. 
“I didn’t come here for anything like this 
to happen.” She laughed bitterly. “What 
must you think of your ex-mother-in-law 
now?” 

My head was in a whirl not only from 
the kiss but from the turn my thoughts had 
taken. “Wait a minute Alice...” I began 


but she turned and hurried out. Her head | 


was bent and her shoulders shaking as she 
went down the walk. 

As I came out of my trance and hurried 
after her I knew that I had been just ag 
wrong as June. Maybe more so for I should 
have seen that my desire for a young. beay. 
tiful girl was just a sex attraction and tha 
it wasn’t my heart she had broken but jug 
my vanity she had wounded by her refusal 
to belong to me. What I really wanted was 
the warmth and companionship of a ful] 
grown woman, of the woman who was even’ 
now starting her car unaware that I had 
suddenly realized the meaning of the pain 
I had seen in her eyes so many times when 
she looked at me. 

“Alice,” I called. “Wait a minute, dar. 
ling.” 

Maybe it sounds funny but that’s the way 
it happened. I know that those two years 
weren’t wasted for it taught both June and 
I to be sure what we were doing the next 
time. 

Alice and I are getting married in a few 
weeks and we are both extremely happy, 
June thought it very amusing when her 
mother wrote her about it but as she said, 
“You two always did get along too well 


to be in-laws.” THE END 





I HATED MY TWIN 


(Continued from Page 33) 


explain it—but wherever it came from—I 
had it—pure evilness, a great capacity for 
looking at life from the negative point of 
view, for believing that the only way to 
face life was with a chip on your shoulder. 

I started carrying that chip early. If 
there was any way my parents erred it was 
on the side of indulgence. I’ve been told 
that when Joan and I were wetting diapers 
and getting tiny fingers into mischief, I 
was the spoiled, demanding one, always 
wanting my share and hers too. Joan, on 
the other hand, was such a sweet, easy- 
dispositioned infant that Mom and Dad 
could yield to my imperious demands with- 
out upsetting her good nature. 

Maybe Joan got used to making allow- 
ances for my selfish greed. When we were 
toddlers and on up through grade school, 
she constantly gave in to me, made way 
for my driving urges which never let me 
consider the other person. Our folks tried 
to train us to assume our share of house- 
hold chores. Joan was industrious about 
helping out around the house. I hated it. 
Secretly, Joan would do her work and 
mine, too. 

“It’s all right, Jeannie,” she’d tell me, 
the sweetest smile lighting her face. “You 
just forget about it. Tl clean up our 
room. You can do it next time.” 

But the next time never came. It was 
the same way with toys and clothes. We 
always received the same gifts and wore 
identical things. But I was careless with 
my things, careless and sloppy—while 
Joan was meticulous and neat as a pin. 


When my dolls got broken or lost, I played 
with Joan’s. When my clothes needed at- 
tention, Joan would offer me hers to wear 
until mine could be taken care of. 

It would seem only normal that Joan’s 
self-sacrifice and devotion to me would 
make me love her deeply. Strangely, it 
had just the opposite effect. It frustrated 
me. I felt constantly the need to assert 
myself, to demonstrate my power to win 
my way. When I demanded an unreason 
able thing, I knew it was unreasqnable. 
Often my demand was for something | 
didn’t really want—a demand made to 
prove to myself and to my family that 
they were all living in my world. I wanted 
to be opposed. I didn’t want people to 
give in to me without a struggle. I wanted 
to stomp and cry and rage and ultimately 
win. With Joan this was never necessary. 

At first I began to despise her as a 
strong-willed, stubborn person despises one 
he considers weak. Then I began to sus 
pect her of a monstrous plot. She was 
trying to prove that she was the strong 
one—by being sweet and forgiving and 
sacrificing. She was trying to show me up 
for the grasping, inconsiderate brat I was 

I tried my best to make Joan’s life mis 
erable. I created quarrels and arguments 
with provocation. I did mean, nasty little 
things to try to show her up before Mom 
and Dad. But Joan refused to argue with 
me and she accepted silently every wrong 
thing I did to her. I think it was im my 
early teens that I really began to hate her. 
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This hatred came to a head the time I 
slmost got put out of Willard High. 

Right here, I ought to admit that I was 
the female holy terror of Willard. There 
yasn’t anything that a junior student from 
respectable home ought to do in school 
that I did. I took delight in breaking 
ewery rule, ignoring my homework assign- 
ments, agitating disorder in the class- 
roms and generally making myself as dif- 
fcult as possible. 

] got away with it in almost every in- 
tance. Mother begged and wept, scolded 
and threatened but never actually did any- 
thing about my horrible misconduct. Dad, 
who I’ve always suspected of having been 
somewhat of a mild teen-age delinquent in 
his day, tried unsuccessfully to be stern 
and to hide his amusement about my 
pranks. My teachers shook their heads, 
tried their best to ignore me and gave me 
grades just good enough so they could get 
rid of me as rapidly as possible. That is, 
all except one teacher whom I came to 
regard as a mortal enemy. 

Miss Purviance (“Ol Picklepuss Purvy” 
| nicknamed her) was the only Willard 
High faculty member who had decided to 
“do something” about me. Lean-jawed, 
angular, maiden in love or marriage, she 
was the prototype of the much caricatured 
schoolmarm. It was Purvy who kept me 
after school, sent notes home to my par- 
ents, sent-me to the principal’s office, gave 
me tedious writing exercises to do as pun- 
ishment. It was Purvy who kept lecturing 
me, pointing out that I was headed for no 
good and that I ought to be like my sister. 
Of all the methods to which Purvy resort- 
ed, it was this latter technique which got 
under my skin. I didn’t want to be like 
my sister. I didn’t even want to be com- 
pared to my sister. And Purvy’s insistence 
on using that line only made me detest 
both her and Joan the more. 

The truculent feud between Purvy and 
me got to a critical stage during one fall 
semester when I cut her class three times 
inarow. Mrs. Purviance took me down to 
the principal’s office personally after that 
and she made such an issue of my sins 
that the principal told me quite solemnly 
that the next time I got into trouble, I 
would be suspended from school. I wasn’t 
in the least affected by the threat, but I 
did become pretty upset when Joan got 
into the act. 

That evening, as we were studying in our 
room at home (I was actually reading a 
very advanced love novel) Joan timidly 
broached the subject. 

“Jeannie,” she said, sweetly serious and 
eming to want to apologize for butting 
n, “I think you’d better take it easy at 
school.” 

I almost knew what was coming. 
mediately, I was on the defensive. 

“What does that mean?” I demanded 
with hostility. 

Joan’s eyes avoided mine. 

“Miss Purviance told me what the prin- 
cipal said,” my sister told me. “Jean, dear, 
I'm not trying to tell you what to do. But 


Im- 


you know how bad Mom and Dad would | 


feel if you got suspended. I was just 
hoping .. .” 

I didn’t let her finish. I was flooded 
with hot resentment. 

“And you know what I’m hoping?” I 


demanded angrily. “I’m hoping you'll 
mind your own damned business. Just be- 


cause you want to run around posing asa 
little goody-goody, don’t expect me to fol- 
low in your holy footsteps. I may look 
just like you, Joan, but I’m not like you. 
I’ve never been. I’m not a sneak and a 
coward who wants to live an interesting 
life but is scared to have a personality.” 

With each additional word, I was get- 
ting angrier. I walked over to Joan, hands 
on my hips, jutted my chin down to look 
her straight in the face. 

“As long as you live, let this be the last 
time you try to run my life,” I spat out 
viciously. 

I saw tears welling up in Joan’s gentle 
eyes. I sneered, turned my back on her 
and began preparing for bed. 


N ALL my brushes with Joan, I had 

never been so angry with her or spoken 
to her so brutally. Yet, true to form, the 
next day she seemed to hold nothing 
against me. She was her usual sweet self. 

In spite of my defiance against Miss 
Purviance and my anger at Joan’s attempt 
to advise me, I was secretly frightened at 
the possibility of suspension. I knew that 
our principal never made an idle threat. 
And I knew how happy it would make 
Ol Poisonpuss Purvy to see me disgraced 
in front of the entire school. Mean and 
bad though I was, I did love my parents 
and shuddered at the thought of how hurt 
they would be if I got myself suspended. 
I resolved to be a little more subtle about 
my actions in Purvy’s classroom. I’d find 
some way to get back at her without get- 
ting myself into a crucial mess. 

I think I would have lived up to my re- 
solve if it hadn’t been for Purvy’s nagging 
me in front of the whole class and my 
almost uncontrollable temper. 

Not content with having the principal’s 
threat hanging over me, Miss Purviance 
decided, the day after my quarrel with 
Joan, that she would put me on the spot 
in front of the class. Sitting primly at 
her desk, she delivered a brief lecture, re- 
ferring to a “certain member of this class” 
who had been setting a bad example and 
anouncing that “this conduct will no long- 
er be tolerated.” 

Joan’s seat was right next to mine in 
the rear of the room. As Miss Purviance 
talked, I could feel my anxious 
eyes on me. A hot, indignant flush was 
spread to my cheeks. I was trembling 
with rage. 

“In fact,” Miss Purviance concluded, “I 
can predict that this certain young lady 
will either mend her unladylike ways im- 
mediately or that this class will be re- 
lieved of her presence so that it can be a 
model class again.” 
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With a triumphant glance in my direc- 
tion, Purvy got up from her desk and 
turned to the blackboard to write the day’s 
assignment. 

I didn’t even think about it when I 
raised the twelve-inch ruler from my desk, 
nor when I hurled it, aimed straight at the 
back of Miss Purviance’s head. It was an 
insane, involuntary reflex of rage. And 
when I realized what I had done, I was 
almost as shocked as the awe-struck class 
which saw the stunned teacher clutch wild- 
ly at the temple from which a tiny trickle 
of blood was starting. 

Things happened fast in the next few 
seconds. A couple of the students took the 
teacher downstairs to the first aid room. 
There was whispering and a number of 
the students shot curious or accusing 
elances in my direction. Joan wasn’t look- 
ing at me. She was sitting, perfectly rigid, 
staring straight ahead. The principal came 
in and stood in the front of the room. 

“A very serious thing has happened,” he 
told the class sternly. “Naturally, all of 
us have our ideas about who was respon- 
sible for this criminal thing. I will give 
the guilty party one minute to stand up 
and acknowledge that guilt.” 

The principal stared deliberately at me. 
l'rembling inside, like a leaf, I returned a 
bold look. Most of the students were turn- 
ing faces in my direction. I knew I'd never 
get away with brazening it out, but I was 
going to try. I was wondering who had 
seen me throw the ruler. 

At the height of that tense moment, a 
dramatic thing happened. Out of the cor- 
ner of my eye, I saw Joan stand on her 
teet. 

“T threw the ruler, Mr. Marks,” she said 
simply. 

The students gasped. I stared at Joan 
unbelievingly. Mr. Marks stared teo—at 
Joan. Then he turned a look at me, a 
waiting, contemptuous look. 

“Are you sure you're not trying to shield 
someone, Joan?” he demanded slowly. 
“Throwing rulers at teachers doesn’t seem 
to fit your character or your record in this 
school. Are you sure it wasn’t Jean who 
threw that ruler?” 

“I threw it,” Joan said. “I’m sorry. But 
I didn’t think. I was angry because of 
the way Miss Purviance was talking about 
Jean.” 

The principal still looked unconvinced. 
rhen Joan delivered the clincher. 

“If you look at the ruler, you’ll see that 
it's mine; that it has my name on the 
back.” 

I was astounded at Joan’s cleverness. 
Of course, it was her ruler. Hadn’t she 
loaned it to me because I’d lost my own? 

That was the moment when I became 
fully aware of my own weakness and my 
almost incredible selfishness. In that mo- 
ment when I should have stood up and 
contradicted the sister who was sacrificing 
herself to save me, I was too cowardly to 
do it, too weak to do anything but accept 
that terrible sacrifice. At that moment too 
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I realized that it was really Joan who was 
strong—not me. She knew that if I had 
to take the consequence of my angry act, 
it would have brought great trouble down 
upon me and upon Mom and Dad. She 
knew that she, with her own perfect rec- 
ord, could weather the storm much better 
than I. 

This you will not believe. Instead of a 
thrill of gratitude for my heroic sister, I 
was engulfed with a tidal hate. Clearly, 
starkly, Joan was proving herself better 
than me. I wanted to curse and cry be- 
cause she was big enough and sure enough 
to take undeserved punishment and _ be- 
cause I was so miserable and small that I 
could not, would not do anything about it. 

“You will come to my office,” Mr. Marks 
told Joan. “I can hardly believe this of 
you.” 

That meant he did believe it. That 
meant I was safe. I breathed a sigh of 
deep relief. 

Another teacher was sent in to take over 
the class for the rest of the period. Joan 
was kept in the principal’s office until the 
end of the day. I waited for her outside 
the school. 

“What happened?” I demanded excited- 
ly, as she came out about fifteen minutes 
after the dismissal bell. 

“T’ve got to bring Mom or Dad up,” she 
told me. “I don’t think they'll do any- 
thing terrible. I’ve been in to see Miss 
Purviance and I apologized.” 

We were walking slowly toward home. 

“Why did you do it, Joan?” I asked 
suddenly. 

“Apologize?” she countered innocently. 
“Well, after all...” 

“You know very well I’m not talking 
about the apology. I mean why did you 
take the blame?” I persisted. 

Joan didn’t answer for a long moment. 
Then she said softly: “I did it for you, 
Jean.- Because I love you. And for Mom 
and Dad.” 

I couldn’t be so ungrateful as to show 
my true inner feelings after that. But the 
sincere words didn’t soften me. They only 
hardened the barrier I had built up in my 
heart against Joan, against the world. 

The incident blew over. Joan went to 
Dad that evening and told him she had 
gotten into trouble at school. I never knew 
what they said to each other. Joan told 
me Dad had made her promise to keep 
their talk a secret. They had agreed that 
he would go to school and that nothing 
would be said to Mom. I could tell, from 
the glances Dad shot at me—or from 
catching him looking at me when he 
thought I was unaware—that he had a 
pretty good idea of what had happened. 

There was one thing the ruler-throwing 
incident did for me. Coming so close to 
such serious trouble (I really thought 
about what could have happened if Miss 
Purviance had been seriously hurt) made 
me realize that I couldn’t continue to get 
away with my outlandish behavior. Al- 
though I remained anything but a model 


student, I compromised with my _ wilfyl . 


ways and managed to get through the reg 
of my high school career without any g¢. 
rious upsets. 

I changed my tactics also with Joan, | 
was like a military strategist planning a 
long-range battle. Deep in my heart I had 
become convinced that Joan was a dap. 
gerous enemy—the more dangerous be. 
cause she knew so brilliantly how to use 
the weapons of love and sweetness to 
prove herself better than me. I began to 
plot and scheme to defeat her in this, | 
resolved to stop quarrelling with her, to 
camouflage my hatred with attempts to 
act civilized to her. I began showing her 
small kindnesses and acting more sisterly, 
Back of it all, pounding in my brain 
every day was the determination to get 
even, to show her that I was more impor. 
tant, stronger, more desirable. It became 
an obsession with me—this determination, 

I began to conjure up undercover mo- 
tives in Joan’s every word and deed. | 
suspected her of a great hypocrisy, skilled, 
practiced and as deadly as poison. I won. 
dered if, after all, she hadn’t taken the 
blame for the Purviance incident to 
dramatize herself and win the admiration 
of the students and teachers. Maybe she 
figured that no one would really believe 
her guilty—and. that those who did would 
admire her for really having spirit, for 
being something beside the quiet, goody- 
goody, for standing up for her sister. If 
she had done what she did for this pur. 
pose, she would also be accomplishing an- 
other effect—that of making everyone de- 
spise me secretly as a heel and a coward, 
a cheat and liar who had allowed my 
sister to shield her. 

I wondered about the conversation with 
Dad. Maybe Joan had told Dad the truth, 
confided in him that she was the heroine 
of the affair and revealed the cheap role 
I had played. 

Oh, I hated Joan intensely. It was a 
sick, sapping feeling which grew more 
venomous as the months rolled by. 

I didn’t know how I was going to hurt 
Joan, to get back at her for all the im 
agined wrongs I suffered—but I knew that 
my day would come. And when it came, 
I intended to make the most of it. 

The first day I saw Joan and Frankie 
Barrow together, I knew vaguely, indis 
tinctly that it was through him I could 
strike at Joan vitally. 

I divined this because it was perfectly 
obvious to me that Frankie was the most 
important thing which had happened in 
Joan’s life. 

Attractive boys—and attention from 
them—were far from foreign to Joan and 
me. There wasn’t any doubt that we were 
the two most popular girls in town—and 
certainly among the prettiest. There's 4 
certain novelty for fellows in going out 
with twins. Joan and I had experienced 
our share of crushes, slavishly devoted 
swains and teen-age romances. 

But—looking at Joan’s face that after 
noon as she came strolling home with 
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frankie—I knew that this was different. 
for her, this was it. 

Frankly, I admired her taste. Frank 
Barrow was the latest arrival in town. He 
yas tall, broad-shouldered and outrageous- 
ly handsome. He had a smile as dazzling 
3s neon and wore his clothes with a 
sophisticated casualness. 


ROM THE MINUTE Frankie hit town 

he was the topic of discussion on the 
lips of every girl student at Willard. Some 
of the most competent sirens vowed to 
own him in short order. But, for a month 
now, Frankie had been tantalizingly, 
charmingly unobtainable. He was pleasant 
to all the girls. He had a smooth line 
which he dispensed to every one willing 
to listen. It was so smooth that everyone 
knew it wasn’t sincere. That was the way 
he let the eager young huntresses know 
that he wasn’t falling into any romantic 
traps this season. 

Joan and I were practically the only 
girls in the Willard set who hadn’t made 
an unsuccessful bid for his attentions. But 
now, watching Frankie and Joan coming 
down the street together, I got a message 
from my intuition that these were two peo- 
ple in earnest. Something told me with 
certainty that Frankie’s flattering absorp- 
tio in my sister wasn’t part of his slick 
routine. They were holding hands, laugh- 
ing and talking gaily. Frankie was carry- 
ing Joan’s books. As for Joan, she was 
carrying a bright torch. I saw it in her 
eyes, in the almost hectic vivaciousness 
which was so rare a mood for my sister 
to display. 

Isaw it too in the proud way she looked 
atme as they came into close view—a look 
as if to say: “Look, honey, look what I 
got.” 

A devilish plan began dancing in my 
brain. It was a very tiny devil, a very 
vague one—and the larceny I was about 
to begin was as yet unformed—but it was 
larceny nevertheless. I suddenly decided to 
make a very definite impression on 
Frankie. 

I knew that he was a boy used to having 
girls gush over him and give him that 
“you’re so wonderful” look. 

“Jean, honey, you’ve met Frankie— 
haven’t you?” Joan asked gaily. 

leyed him up and down with a very 
bored look. 

“Oh, yes,” I answered, “this is the 
Frankie Barrow—the reason why Willard 
girls are woozy.” 

Joan was too happy to note the sarcasm. 
Frankie ignored it. 

“You’re Jean, Joanie’s sister,” he re- 
sponded. “Amazing. Two chicks the same 
kind of pretty.” 

The Frankie Barrow,” I continued, as 
though he had never spoken. “Who always 
knows exactly what to say. Funny, I don’t 
even feel a heart murmur.” 

Joan giggled. “Jean’s always kidding,” 
she said. 


I gave her a contemptuous “don’t be 
adolescent” look. 

“See you kids later,” I told them. “I’ve 
got a date with a big, fat encyclopedia at 
the library.” 

I was satisfied with the quizzical ex- 
pression which had momentarily clouded 
Frankie Barrow’s face. He was wondering 
if I disliked him and, if so, why. He was 
one of those persons who worry about not 
being liked. 

During the next few months Joan ate, 
slept, talked and lived Frankie Barrow. 
She was head over heels in love and proud 
of it. The two of them were disgustingly 
mushy about the whole affair, carrying on 
like two lovesick pups. Frankie walked 
home with her every day. They saw each 
other and went out together as often on 
weekends as our parents would allow. Not 
even my sour attitude about the romance 
could affect Joan’s cloud-borne ecstasy. 
She told me how clever Frankie was, how 
well he danced, how wonderful his kisses 
were. That girl was gone. 

I didn’t realize then that it wasn’t only 
jealousy of my sister’s happiness which 
made me cold to the affair. I didn’t realize 
that I wanted Frankie for myself—wanted 
him so badly that I didn’t even dare ad- 
mit it. 

I'd been going with a very satisfactory 
boy — Pete Carter—before the Joan- 
Frankie romance began. There was 
nothing serious about our relationship but 
I had enjoyed Pete’s company and felt 
some sort of enjoyable emotion about him. 
Now, I was sick of Pete, bored with him, 
unable to have fun as we had shared it 
before. I treated him so badly that he 
faded out of the scene out of the sheer 
necessity to rescue his pride. Then I be- 
came involved with a succession of boy 
friends—none of whom lasted beyond one 
date. There was only one boy in the 
world for me—Frankie—even though I 
didn’t want to admit it. I told myself I 
merely wanted to teach Joan a lesson. 

I didn’t know how I was going to do it 
—right up until the minute I did it. My 
opportunity came one night when Frankie 
and Joan had a date that my sister was 
unable to keep. It happened on a Friday. 
Dad had begun working on a night shift. 
My mother’s sister—-who lived in a nearby 
village—was taken desperately ill. Mom 
got a long distance call from my uncle 
who demanded that she come right away. 
Mother was so broken up that Joan—al- 
ways sweet—decided she ought to go 
along with her. Since I had a part-time 
job, clerking in a hardware shop on Sat- 
urdays, I stayed home. 

Joan tried hard to get in touch with 
Frankie to explain why she had to call off 
their date for that evening. He wasn’t 
home. No one answered his phone. 

“Jean, sweetie, you'll be home at eight 
tonight, won’t you?” Joan asked me plead- 
ingly. “Can I depend on you to explain to 
Frankie why I couldn’t keep my date?” 

“IT suppose so, Joan,” I said wearily. 
But I didn’t feel weary. There was a 
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racing excitement in my brain. My heart 
was pounding. Frankie was coming to the 
house tonight—unsuspecting. I’d be home 
—alone. 

I couldn’t wait for Joan and Mom to 
get out of the house. I didn’t even dare 
think about what I was going to do in the 
presence of others. It seemed as though 
they took hours getting ready and finally 
leaving. Alone, I sat, crouched at my bed- 
room window, thinking, scheming, plan- 
ning. It was late afternoon and as the sun 
slanted down out of my window range, the 
plot came to me—a plot as dark as the 
gathering evening coming my way. 

I switched on the light in my room and 
stood for several minutes, looking at my- 
self in the mirror. I could put it over. 
Joan and I were identical twins. I knew 
her every little trick of voice and gesture. 
Just so long as the lights in the living 
room were soft and subtle, I could get 
away with it. 

I worked for about two hours, prepar- 
ing for the great deception. 

I peeled off my clothes, showered and 
dressed carefully, putting on a new dress 
Joan had bought recently because Frankie 
liked it when he saw it in a department 
store window. How I’d resented that dress. 
It was the first dress Joan had ever owned 
to which I didn’t have an exact mate. 

I used an exotic cologne which Frankie 
had given her—one of his many small but 
tender presents. 

“T'll fix her,” I thought. “I'll fix her 
good.” : 

My mirror told me, when I was finished, 
that not even our parents could have told 
that I was Jean, not Joan. 

I had stage-managed everything beauti- 
fully—even to changing the bright living 
room lights to dim ones which threw a soft 
glow about the room. This created roman- 
tic atmosphere and—what was even better 
—made it impossible for Frankie to see 
me very clearly, should he become sus- 
picious. 

From Dad’s private stock, I got a bottle 
of good Scotch, set out glasses, ice and all 
the necessary. A few minutes before 
Frankie was due to arrive, I switched on 
some soft radio music, opened the front 
door a tiny crack and lay on the divan— 
waiting. 

When the bell rang, I called softly: 
“Come in, darling.” I was thrilled at the 
way my voice came out—sweet, gentle and 
low just like Joan’s. 

I wanted to giggle at Frankie’s reaction 
to the exotic atmosphere when he walked 
into the living room. 

“Holy cow,” he cried. “Why you got all 
the lights off, sweetheart.” 

I lay perfectly quiet, sending him what I 
hoped was a genuine come-hither look. 

“You posin’ for some kind of produc- 
tion or somethin’?” Frankie continued, 
coming closer. I saw his eyes travel the 
length of my body. A muscle in his face 
twitched. That made me feel good. I had 
always known I had a slight edge over 
Joan in shapeliness. 
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“Hello, sweetheart,” I told him. “Why 
so much talk and no hello kiss.” 

Unable to hide his lingering perplexity, 
Frankie leaned over to kiss me. My arms 
came up around his neck. My lips clung 
to his as he sought to merely brush them. 
I held him tighter to me and kissed him 
the way he’d probably never been kissed 
before—by Joan anyhow. I twisted my lips 
on his. They were hot, demanding, pas- 
sionate lips and suddenly his intensity 
matched mine. Instead of bending over me, 
he was down on his knees beside me. We 
were clinging together as if to relax for 
an instant would mean to lose the world 
itself. 

Finally, with a long sigh, I let him go. 
Frankie knelt there, staring into my eyes. 
He was flabbergasted. 

“Gee, baby, what happened to you?” he 
demanded. “You’ve never kissed me like 
that before. Oh, don’t think I don’t like 
it,” he hastened to add. “But, you just took 
me off my feet. You’d better not do that 
anymore. Gives me ideas. Not respectable 
ideas.” 

“Maybe that’s what I want you to have. 
Not respectable ideas,” I said teasingly. 
“Besides, we’re all alone tonight. No one’s 
home—and no one’s coming home until 
morning.” 

Frankie looked at me hard, shook his 
head. Then he evidently decided to make 
the best of a good thing without analyzing 
it. He leaned over to kiss me again. I let 
his lips begin to take possession of mine, 
then, deftly I twisted away and sat up. 

“What’s your hurry, sweetie. It’s not 
good to rush things,” I explained. “We've 
got all night long.” 

I began mixing drinks. Frankie watched 
me closely. 

“You sure are acting up tonight, sweet- 
heart,” he said. “You’ve got a new outlook 
on life, huh? Drinks and all this talk about 
‘all night.’ Remember how often you've 
told me you didn’t go for that sort of thing 
before marriage. And just when I’m get- 
ting to the place where I can accept it, you 
turn siren on me.” 

I handed Frankie his drink. I kissed him 
teasingly on the nose as he took it. Right 
on the tip of his nose. A kiss that ended 
in a tiny nip on his nose. 

“Maybe I just wanted to be sure of your 
love before I let you get too familiar,” I 
told him. 

After that, Frankie didn’t question me 
again. We talked small talk and drank 
quite steadily. I knew that Frankie was 
amazed at how much Scotch I consumed. 
Joan was what people called a “sociable 
drinker” and one or two would suffice for 
an evening for her. But Frankie himself, 
probably excited by the prospect of what 
I had implied, was drinking much more 
than was his custom. 

We were both pretty high about ten 
o'clock. By that time, I had Frankie in 
an almost unbearable state of excitement 
and anticipation. I had petted and played 
with him and let him go just so far in the 


advances which my conduct invited. Froy 
the beginning, I had intended it to be tha 
way. I wanted to tease him until he coulj 
hardly stand it, then to laugh in his fag 
and tell him how I had deceived hin, 
Maybe I would have been able to carry oy 
my plan if I hadn’t decided I wanted ty 
dance. 


HERE ARE TWO KINDS of dancing 

—the kind you do for good clean fy 
and the kind you do to arouse excitement 
in your partner and yourself. I played sof, 
slow seductive records and let Frankie hold 
me as close to him as it is possible for one 
human to get to another. We didn’t dance, 
We just stood in each other’s arms sway. 
ing, “dancing on a dime” as they put it 
Before I knew it, I wasn’t the teaser jp 
the deal. Before I knew it. I was shaken, 
shivering and trembling with the ecstatic 
thrill of Frankie’s closeness, of the power 
of his strong arms, the sheer intensity of 
his desire—which became within me a 
overwhelming desire for him. 

“Oh, Frankie,” I gasped. It was a ey 
for mercy and a plea for total love. 

“Joan, darling,” he breathed into my 
hair. He led me to the divan. The barriers 
were down. The floods of our twin passioy 
merged and broke the dam of restraint. | 
lay in Frankie’s arms and I became his for 
a wild, heart-stabbing time. I became his 
and he became mine. ... 

After it was over, we sat and talked 
quietly. That is, Frankie did most of the 
talking. He wanted to know whether I was 
sorry, whether I hated myself and him. | 
couldn’t say anything. I was frightened. h 
the first place, I hadn’t intended to go this 
far. In the second place. with all my at 
tempts at sophistication, I’d never before 
given myself to a boy. Frankie kept talk 
ing about how much he loved me and 
pleading with me not to feel badly, prom 
ising it would never happen again. | 
thought about what a sweet boy he wa: 
and how wonderful it had been to be pos 
sessed by him. Then I realized that I, who 
had tried to trick Joan and Frankie, had 
really tricked myself. 

Self-pity and hysteria took over. I stood 
up and whirled on him. 

“Go home,” I screamed. “Get out of 
here. I never want to see you again.” 

Frankie tried to take me in his arms.! 
struck him a sharp blow across the face 
He looked at me with hurt in his eyes and 
reached for his coat. I ran to my bedroom, 
sobbing furiously. 

Before I went to sleep that night, I aé 
mitted one thing to myself—which I'd tried 
to hide for all the months Joan and 
Frankie’d been keeping company. I was il 
love with my sister’s sweetheart. And now 
I loved him even more. And I hated Joan 
worse than ever because she was the ot 
who had him. 

The next morning I was my old, one 
track-minded, hateful self. The tears were 
dried, the regrets gone, only the hatefil 
viciousness left. Dad came home 
wondered—but said nothing—about the 
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evidences of a party which remained in the 
living room. Mom and Joan returned, my 
gunt having shown definite signs of getting 
better. With a delicious feeling of spiteful- 
ness in my brain, I began to conjure up 
all sorts of developments from my adven- 
ture of the night before. 

Joan kept phoning Frankie all day. He 
wasn’t at home, hadn’t been to the office 
where he worked and no _ information 
could be found about him. In response to 
her queries, I had lied to her, saying 
Frankie hadn’t shown up the night before. 
[ spent my time in evil supposing. Sup- 
pose Frankie was so angry with Joan over 
what he thought she’d done—leading him 
o to do something indecent—then slap- 
ping his face and ordering him out—that 
he had determined to avoid her from now 
on. Suppose he was after all an old- 
fashioned boy who wanted an old-fashioned 
girl friend and was shocked at Joan and 
would never see her again. Suppose they 
did get together again and Frankie tried to 
make the same kind of advances to Joan 
I'd let him go through with me. She’d be 
hurt and shamed and he’d be puzzled by 
her refusal. 

Joan began to worry and mope around 
the house as the day went on. Her sweet, 
gentle feelings were hurt because she be- 
lieved Frankie had forgotten or broken 
their date and wasn’t man enough to ex- 
plain. I began to hope that perhaps I could 
profit by the mess after all. Maybe there’d 
really be a break between those two and 
maybe I'd... 

It was nosey old Miss Miller next door 
who helped bring things to a head. It 
seemed that when Frankie stumbled out of 
our house in the early morning, his face 
streaked with the fingerprints of an ugly 
sap, his clothes disarranged and _ his 
whole attitude denoting the signs of drunk- 
enness, old Miss Miller had been sitting, 
peering out of her window. Miss Miller 
told the story to another neighbor, who told 
itto another, who repeated it to one of 
Mom’s “I thought it best you should know” 
friends. 

Perplexed, Mom repeated what she’d 
heard at the dinner table. She looked 
searchingly at me as she talked. Joan 
trembled, laid down her knife and fork 
and turned to me. 

“Tt just couldn’t be true, could it, Jean? 
Miss Miller’s lying isn’t she?” 

I thought with mouse-trap swiftness. 

“It is true,” I cried dramatically. I broke 
down into tears. “I didn’t want to tell you, 
Joan. I wanted to spare you the shame of 
what I went through with that horrible 
Frankie.” 

“What do you mean?” Joan and Mom 
chorused. 

Then I told the big lie. Frankie had come 
by. Disappointed at Joan’s absence, he had 
persuaded me to spend the evening with 
him, talking and listening to music. He 
had asked for a drink. Frankie had 
made the drinks and no doubt, deliberately 
made them stronger than I was accustomed 
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to. We had danced, harmlessly, at first. 
Then, overpowering me with liquor and 
with his strength, Frankie had assaulted 
me. I was shaking with sobs when I'd fin- 
ished my story. 

Mom, weeping, tried to console me. Dad 
was furious and rushed to his room to 
dress and go find the scoundrel. But Joan 
was quiet all the while. Joan stopped Dad 
at the door. 

“Wait a minute, Dad,” she said. “Let 
me handle this.” 

Dad argued, but finally agreed to give 
Joan a chance to do things her way. But he 
swore up and down that he’d have satisfac- 
tion out of Frankie—that he’d drive him 
out of town, beat him unmercifully. 

Joan left the house. One thing puzzled 
me. Joan hadn’t said one word about my 
story. I knew that. as much as she loved 
me, she’d be turned against Frankie if she 
believed what I said. There was no way 
Frankie could prove I was lying. Joan 
would have to take my word. 

In less than an hour Joan was back 
home. She came into the house, tight- 
lipped and determined-looking. I held my 
breath, waiting for her first word. Mom, 
Dad and I were sitting in the living room. 

“T’ve talked with Frankie,” she told us. 
“He admitted everything.” 

Dad sprang to his feet. “Where is he?” 
he demanded. 

Joan put her hand gently on Dad’s arm. 

“No, Dad,” she told him. “There’s more 
to this than just a case of defending the 
family honor or avenging Jean.” She 
looked straight at me as she continued. 
“Tt’s all my fault. You see, it’s Jean, 
Frankie loves and not me. I was too blind 
to see it. He’s desperately sorry for acting 
like a beast with Jean last night, But he 
truly loves her and wants to marry her.” 
Her words became slow and measured. 
“And Jean, if you ask her, will admit that 
she loves him.” 

Dad turned to me. 

“Is that true, baby?” he demanded. 

I was too puzzled by the turn of events 
to do anything but nod a dumb affirmative. 
A long family council followed. Dad fin- 
ally, grudgingly agreed to forgive Frankie 
provided he and I did the right thing 
immediately. 

I kept watching Joan’s face for a clue to 
the puzzle. What had she really said to 
Frankie? Had he really taken blame 
for my atrocious lie, admitted that he had 
attacked me? 

Finally, Joan and I were alone together 
in our adjoining rooms. 

My mind flashed back to the day she’d 
lied for me at school and the question I'd 
asked her afterwards. I repeated that 
question. 

“Why did you do it, Joan?” 

But Joan didn’t answer this time as she 
had before. Joan’s lips were quivering and, 
in her eyes, I saw an agony that made my 
own eyes reluctant to keep looking. 

“You'll find out, Jean darling,” she said. 
“You'll find out.” Then she went into her 
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room, closed and locked the door and the 
rest of the night was silence. 


DIDN’T THINK about Joan’s agony 

any more. I began to realize what a 
lucky girl I was. By hook and crook, I had 
won the man I loved. I had taken him from 
Joan and, whether she liked it or not, she 
had to pretend she did. 

Although Dad was cold to him for days 
after that, Frankie began coming to see me 
the next night and now it was Frankie and 
I who sat in the living room, who had dates 
together. We were the engaged pair. But, 
with all the happiness of looking forward 
to the marriage we were planning, there 
was one great mystery. Frankie would 
never discuss that night—the night when 
Joan was away. I brought it up in so many 
different ways. I was desperate for knowl- 
edge of what he was thinking, what he and 
Joan had talked about the following day, 
how it was I had been able to take him from 
her without a struggle. But more important 
to me than anything else was the fact that 
I had Frankie. It didn’t even affect me 
when, a few days before the wedding was 
to be held, Joan turned seriously ill. She 
had a temperature and her eyes were dark 
hollows. I chalked it up to the fact that 
tongues were wagging around town about 
the sudden switch of Frankie from one twin 
to another. Her pride was suffering, I de- 
cided. I didn’t care about the talk. I 
loved to be the subject of lots of gossip, 
good or bad. 

I'd notice that the Frankie who was my 
fiance was a different person from the 
Frankie who’d been Joan’s sweetheart. All 
the lightheartedness was gone. We didn’t 
have the great fun, the carefree times to- 
gether which he and Joan had enjoyed. I 
didn’t let that bother me. 

It was two days before the wedding that 
the break came in our strange betrothal. 
Joan had been feeling particularly bad 
that day. Mom and Dad were pretty wor- 
ried. Frankie asked about her that evening 
when he came in. 

“Oh, she'll be all right,” I told him. 
“She won’t die of that broken heart.” 

We were sitting in the living room to- 
gether. Frankie levelled a long, steady look 
at me. 

“If she does,” he said slowly and in a 
grippingly quiet voice, “If she does, I'll 
break your cheap little neck before I go 
down to the river.” 

I looked at him in astonishment. 

“What does that mean, Frankie?” I de- 
manded. 

His voice was hoarse as he leaned toward 
me to explain. 

“It means just this. I’m not marrying 
you because I want you. I’m marrying you 
because you want me and because Joan 
wants you to have me. I love Joan more 
than anything on earth and Id do any- 
thing for her—even condemn myself to 
live for the rest of my life with an evil 
little witch who loves no one but her 
rotten self. I’m going to break my promise 





you some facts. I knew you weren’t your 
sister that night. I knew you were you.” 

“You did not,” I contradicted him 
angrily. 

“Oh yes I did, Jean,” he insisted. “Yoy 
see, no matter how much you look like 
your sister, you’re not her. I could telj 
Joan from a hundred who looked like her, 
dressed like her and impersonated her, | 
could tell because I love her.” 

“Then why .. .?” I began. 

“Why did I go through with the farce?” 
he finished for me. “Because I’m human 
and you were appealing in a cheap, slut. 
tish kind of way. Why am I going ty 
marry you? Because Joan came to me and 
made me tell her the truth about what hap. 
pened and told me she could never marry 
a man her sister wanted and that she didn‘ 
want you to be disgraced—that I'd have to 
take the blame. But I want you to under. 
stand from the jump, Jean. Ill marry you, 
treat you decent, support you and keep up 
the appearances. But don’t expect me to 
love you—not even the way I did that 
night. Don’t expect anything but a mar 
riage—an empty, meaningless marriage— 
my atonement for my own weakness and 
my tribute to the girl I really love.” 

I stood up swiftly. Hot spots were bum. 
ing in my cheeks. 

“All right, Mr. High and Mighty, Mr. 
Sacrificing Hero,” I snapped. “I'll make 
you change your mind. Just like you were 
weak that night, you'll be weak again, 
Don’t think I’m going to let you out of 
your noble promise. It amuses me to marry 
you even if you pretend you don’t want 
me. You'll want me and want me bad— 
and you can have me, too—after you get on 
your knees and beg. I'll make you forget 
Joan ever lived. And I'll make you eat 
your insults about me.” 

Frankie left after that. I watched him go 
down the street, hands plunged in his 
pockets. shoulders humped over. 

I went to bed, tossed and turned for 
hours, trying to sleep. I tried not to think 
about Joan, ill in the next room. I tried to 
remember how much I hated her. I tried 
to—but I couldn’t. 

I couldn’t remember anything I wanted 
to. I could remember only . . . how she'd 
given me her perfect dolls and toys in 
exchange for my ruined ones . . . how 
she’d gone without wearing her goo 
clothes so I could have them . . . the day 
in school when she’d disgraced herself to 
protect me. 

I remembered the way Frankie used to 
look at her... their laughter . . . their 
happiness together. 

I can win him. I can make him happy- 
make him laugh with me. We'll leave this 
town and start a new life, I argued. 

But, as the night wore out and the firs 
of morning came across my window, | 
struggled slowly to the truth. It woulda! 
work. It wouldn't be any good. I couldn! 
force Frankie to love me. Frankie really, 
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rich power of her love could cure me for- 
ever. Joan was willing to gamble and will- 
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had to love her through sheer power of her 


love for me. I wouldn’t let her lose, 
wouldn’t let her make this sacrifice. I got 


up out of bed and knocked on her door... 

Joan and Frankie are married now. The 
final de- 
velopment in the see-sawing romance. But 
family didn’t worry about the sensa- 
tional gossip that went around. Our family 
had nothing to worry about. We were com- 
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Nice Girls Can Be Delinquent 


(Continued from Page 35) 


her to live by (mother, brother, sister, 
aunt) have been bad. Usually she has 
little conflict, tension, and anxiety about 
the consequences and she does not surprise 
her associates. She is adjusted to her 
world, which is a bad world. 

The emotionally disturbed, so-called 
“nice girl”—the black sheep of her family 
—is defensively bad and her conduct and 
behavior are symptoms—symptoms of pro- 
test. For example, it may be that one par- 
ent put too much premium on goodness 
and seemed to love goodness rather than 
the girl herself; or the parent was too busy 
with social obligations, economic problems, 
etc., to give the kind of understanding, 
tolerance, and patient detailed instructions 
which the girl needed; or, perhaps the 
parent was autocratic. Even animals need 
time to learn, and the nervous system of 
the young child is not too much different 
from that of the young animal. 

One mother made her daughter the 
scapegoat for an aunt who embarrassed 
the family with illegitimacy. She was too 
suspicious and anxious about the social 
experience of her growing daughter— 
watching her, threatening her in a nagging 
sort of fashion because of this memory of 
the embarrassment, and hence the resolu- 
tion that this should not happen to her 
daughter. She overstimulated the growing 
zirl and created a sex phobia. In this way 
she engendered excessive fear and guilt in 
a young innocent girl, resulting in so much 
sex stimulation that the girl had to sooner 
or later “act out.” Once she “acted out” 
the guilt caused her to compulsively con- 
tinue and this resulted in her being a so- 
called “fallen woman.” The old axiom: 
Over-anxiety and excessive attempts to 
prevent something from happening make 
it happen, appties here. 

The so-called good mother may be only 
“good” in profile. A discerning eye dis- 
covers her badness. She can be seductive 
in so many ways that elude detection by 
the layman. She may depreciate her child 
and stunt the child’s growth and this may 
escape the notice of her friends who might 
think she loves the child so much. In pro- 
test, such a child may turn out to be a de- 
linquent. 

A girl may be the scapegoat in an un- 
healthy marriage, receiving head on the 
evil effects of the marital friction of her 
parents. She may be exploited when they 
wish to get revenge on each other and the 
exploitation of the girl may not be clear 
to the uninitiated eye. 

In the case of step-parents, they may 
lack an understanding of the girl’s conflicts 
about two mothers, and they may be totally 
at a loss as to how to help the girl with her 
ambivalent (mixed) feelings. In one case 
a 14 year old girl resentfully called her 35 


year old stepmother by her first name. This 
is not only lack of respect for one’s mother, 
but a lack of respect towards one’s elder. 
Both parents must have sensed the in- 
appropriateness of this, but because of 
their guilt, and sensing the girl’s hostility 
(while giving in to the social myth that the 
stepmother is an interloper who is basical- 
ly evil towards step-children) they naively 
permitted the child to do this (being con- 
tent because it did not hurt them), but not 
recognizing the great guilt which this child 
must have felt. At least they had foresight 
enough to take the problem to a psychia- 
trist. The girl was not bad, but merely 
showed symptoms of unhappiness. Uncon- 
sciously she felt that either she was an 
interloper or her stepmother was, and her 
father was a bad man for having two wives 
(one divorced). 


EING NICE may be the natural out- 

growth of spontaneous healthy nurture 
and growth. This kind of niceness is based 
on a sound foundation; but on the other 
hand, in some cases, being nice may be 
ingratiating, seductive, or the result of fear 
and antagonism. Many children have the 
normal impulses to be mischievous, but 
they are excessively and symptomatically 
nice as a way of competing with a sibling 
(brother or sister). “Virtue is its own re- 
ward,” does not hold here because such 
virtue is secondary to greed, competition, 
and a wish to destroy the sibling. Sucn 
“niceness” is not sound. It turns to bad- 
ness when there is no reward or gain. Par- 
ents should understand this and should 
discourage this kind of “niceness,” but ac- 
tually parents are often vain, naive, and 
fail to see that the child is only trying to 
ingratiate himself. The bad child, in such 
a case, is more likely to attain a healthy 
maturity, and the “nicety” nice one be- 
comes immature, insecure, inadaptable, 
and deteriorates. This “nicety” nice one 
may become the black sheep, because later 
in life the employer, husband, or friend 
will not “buy” their counterfeit offerings 
—they sense the lack of sincerity. 

Selfish, vain and insecure parents may 
over-protect their young daughters. They 
may wish to treat them as toys, without 
recognizing that they are made up of com- 
plicated genes, temperament, biological 
and emotional differences and needs. These 
needs vary as the child grows up. Such a 
parent wishes to keep the child a “baby”— 
exact reproductions of themselves. The 
child’s needs for understanding and for 
latitude for growth are squelched. Sooner 
or later she must protest her individuality 
and with her first chance to “get away,” 
even if it is after she is 21 years old, she 
expresses in an excessive manner her pro- 


test about being an individual or “being, 
woman.” She may do this in negatiy 
terms, or by being in some manner th 
opposite of the way she thinks her paren 
would like her to be. She may also tun 
out to be the “bad one.” 

In contrast, some parents are over-ap. 
bitious for their children; pushing thep 
too far m school or setting too high ; 
standard for their age level—forcing ty 
much work or responsibility so that this 
child also develops a protest. If a parey 
treats a young daughter as an adult whe, 
she is a child, they will have to treat he 
as a child when she becomes an adult, 4; 
a result she may refuse to work, refuse ty 
be intelligent and discreet about social 
matters; and may be irresponsible, Sh 
may also later become the “easy woman,’ 

“An ounce of prevention is worth ; 
pound of cure.” Delinquents—male or f 
male—are difficult to cure. It is huma 
nature, in making comparisons amoy 
adults, for the child to over-idealize pa. 
ents. Despite the parent’s inadequacy, the 
delinquent feels—even as the adjusted 
child—that no one can be nicer, more sip. 
cere, or more capable or interested thay 
the parent. When the parent fails him, the 
delinquent luses faith in people. At leas 
his gang and associates (although bad) 
have given him recognition, and they have 
a defense against people who want to help, 
They are called “squares,” “snobs,” etc, 
and the sincere belief is that they either 
want to punish or have an “axe to grind.” 
The delinquent is proud and defiant, there. 
fore it injures his pride to admit weakness 
or a need for help. Reconciliation is a 
threat to his pride and he is always sus 
picious towards strangers. The welfare 
worker, community house worker, minister, 
doctor, or psychiatrist are for a long time 
“strangers” who are not admitted to the 
confidence of the delinquent. The delin- 
quents often never motivated to seek help 
until he gets into trouble, even then, often 
he will take only superficial help. Workers 
in this field often gain some access through 
indirect means. 

Anyone who wishes to reform or wishes 
to rehabilitate himself can find opportunity 
to do so, but the delinquent is resistive 
mainly because he has lost faith in people. 
He is also haunted by his unconsciow 
guilt. He overtly rejects help or puts it of 
indefinitely. ; 

With reference to prevention, parents 
need to be mature themselves. They should 
be capable of wanting children, under 
standing them; capable of treating them 
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individuals with their individual assets ani 
limitations. They should be comfortable 
about life’s issues. Children are inves 
ments—not accidents—and they requift 
time, patience, interest and objectivity 
Parents need to be imaginative, observatl, 
tactful, and resourceful. A balanced att: 
tude—in contrast to a rigid one—towatl 
the child, is necessary and desirable. Chit 
dren take on the parent’s strengths # 
weaknesses, “willy nilly.” The parents 
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pole is to give the child nurture and ma- 
terial things, but more significantly a 
healthy emotional atmosphere for social 

wth. Healthy children are never grate- 
ful and are more likely to appreciate things 
and opportunities not according to adult 
standards, but according to the standards 
appropriate for their age level. It is only 
after maturity that they can look back at 
their opportunities with gratitude, because 
only then have they attained the necessary 
perspective. 

Good and reputable family heritage in 
terms of wealth and prestige does not 
guarantee a good child or a successful 
adult. Emotional experience in terms of 


day to day living will tell. “She comes 
from a good family” can be considered for 
what it is worth, but sometimes it is not 
worth much. Offspring are sometimes bet- 
ter than their parents—often not as good. 
No one is immune from social disturbances 
unless a healthy atmosphere is provided. 
Wealth or poverty is not as often as sig- 
nificant as some persons would have you 
believe. In the case of wealth and prestige, 
something else is needed for bringing up 
healthy offspring. One cannot buy a wom- 
an’s love, or a baby’s smile, and the same 
is true of good character. “All that glitters 
is not gold,” and “niceness” is not always 
what it seems to be. THE END 








A Blessing In Disguise 


(Continued from Page 21) 


so much—not having a man ever love 
ee. 

And then one day after I’d been working 
for George almost a year a miracle hap- 
pened. 

It started—although I didn’t know it 
then—the day George said, “New driver 
starting today, Jane. Name’s Steve Gregg.” 
He sat on the corner of my desk and ex- 
plained how this Steve had saved his life 
when they were in Korea together, how 
they were going to be partners in the busi- 
ness after while. And I mustn’t mind if he 
acted surly and unpleasant. He’d just got 
back home and found his girl had married 
someone else—an old, rich fellow. “So 
now he hates women,” George said, adding 
with a grin, “for awhile, he will.” 

Steve Gregg wasn’t surly or unpleasant. 
He was just broody and silent. He was so 
wrapped up in his own gloom I don’t think 
he even saw me. When I first saw him I 
had to smile to myself as I remembered 
what George had said about his hating 
women—for awhile. Steve was just about 
the handsomest man I'd ever seen in all 
my life—tall, slim-hipped and wide-shoul- 
dered, with beautiful, straight, strong fea- 
tures and soft dark eyes. The girls would 
wear him down in a hurry, I thought, won- 
dering how any girl could have given 
him up. 

But gradually Steve’s sulks wore off and 
he began chatting with me between calls, 
the way the others did. And then one night 
we were both invited over to George and 
Elaine’s for dinner and cards. And after 
that Steve and I began doing other things 
together—movies, ice-skating, even danc- 
ing sometimes. We just kind of drifted 
together, and I figured I was serving as the 
wedge between his disillusionment and his 
deciding that all girls weren’t as bad as 
the one who’d run out on him. Then that 
would be that. . . . But I wouldn’t let my- 
self dwell on it. I had to enjoy his friend- 
ship while I had it, and we did have nice 
times—in a quiet, companionable way .. . 

Even to this day I sometimes pinch my- 
self to see if I’m dreaming, the way I did 


the night Steve said, “Janey. I think you’re 
the sweetest girl who ever lived, and I love 
you. I want to marry you and be with you 
forever.” 

I didn’t speak then or after he’d kissed 
me or for minutes after that for the simple 
reason I was too stunned. When I could 
speak, I could only gasp, “You love me? 
You want to marry me?” I forgot for that 
minute that I mustn’t ever act as if I were 
different. 

But he didn’t notice. He held me tight 
and whispered, “As possible, 
honey.” 

I wonder if you can understand how a 
person can be wildly happy and frantically 
miserable, both at the same time. That’s 
the way it was with me after I was finally 
able to believe it had happened and after 
the ecstatic daze I was in during our 
honeymoon. 

I loved Steve beyond belief, but it wasn’t 
that I wasn’t satisfied with the calm, set- 
tled, unexciting kind of love he gave me. 
It was just that I was so afraid, panicky 
even sometimes, that it wasn’t the real kind 
of love. 

We'd be with Elaine and George and I'd 


soon as 


see George’s extravagant adoration for 
Elaine—his pride in her beauty. I was 


always having to look at and exclaim over 
the little luxury gifts he kept bringing her 
—perfume, earrings, even a frivolous hat 
“. . . because it’s so perfect for you, 
angel—I couldn’t resist . . .” How many 
times I had to listen to him brag about her, 
like the day some of his old war buddies 
he’d said, 


once 


dropped into the office and 
“Wait’ll you meet my wife, fellows—most 
gorgeous gal you ever saw.” And I’d won- 
der what I'd do if Steve found a girl some- 
day he could feel that way about. Then 
I’d have to fight my envy of Elaine some- 
thing awful. Envy of the kind of love she 
got from George without lifting a finger. 

It was funny, but that was when I began 
to mind my homeliness even more than I 
ever had before—for Steve’s sake! If only 
I could have been beautiful for him... 


Once I asked Steve why he loved me. He 
grinned and kissed me lightly on the cheek 
and said teasingly, “Because you’re such a 
good cook.” I asked myself what did I 
expect anyway? Did I expect him to say 
Because you’re the most beautiful girl in 
the world? 

It was like the old saying that the more 
you have, the more you have to worry 
about. It was like that with me. Having 
Steve was more happiness than I'd ever 
had before. And with it I seemed to have 
more fears and worries than I’d ever 
had before. Because knowing what life 
could be like with Steve, I knew I couldn’t 
live without him. 

That’s the way things were with me that 
horrible day Elaine was involved in the 
automobile accident. According to George’s 
heartbroken report, her face was brutally 
smashed up. 

“She won't see me,” he told us miserably 
that next morning, “or anyone, for that 
matter, except you, Janey. You've got to 
cheer her up.” 

I’d faced a lot in my life, but I don’t 
think I ever dreaded anything so much as 
having to “cheer up” a girl as breathtak- 
ingly beautiful as Elaine had been and 
who was now facing a future with a hope- 
lessly mutilated face. I'll never forget that 
day I went to the hospital, how I had to 
force myself to go inside, how the smile 
I'd fixed on my face froze at the sight 
of her. 

She was swathed in bandages—only one 
eye and her mouth were uncovered. When 
she saw me, there was such wretchedness 
in that one eye I could hardly keep from 
crying. 

I squeezed her hand and said inanely, 
“We're all so glad you lived through it, 
dear.” 

It was almost as if she hadn’t heard me. 
She whispered, “No amount of operations 
will ever fix it right, Jane.” 

It was awful, but I did the best I could 
—prattling on about the miraculous things 
plastic surgeons were doing these days. 
Even while I kept remembering George’s 
saying there would be some permanent 
scars. The damage was that bad. 

I guess she knew, though. She spoke as 
if she hadn’t even been listening to me. 
“Tt’s George, Jane. I can’t keep him now— 
I know I can’t. You should have seen the 
horror in his eyes when he watched them 
change the dressing.” She choked on a 
sob. “He looked sick.” 

“He was worried about you, Elaine,” I 
assured her. “He was suffering because 
you were.” But as I spoke I wondered 
guiltily if maybe that wasn’t partly a lie, 
too. For in that second I was seeing them 
together, as I had a hundred times—re- 
membering George’s pride in her beauty, 
remembering how important it had been 
to him. He’d worshipped her—but would 
he now, I wondered—now that she wasn’t 
going to be so beautiful anymore? 

She was crying softly. “George loves 
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beautiful things, Jane—I’m so afraid.” 

I patted her hand and forced my voice 
past the lump in my throat. “After all, 
it’s you he loves—not your face, silly.” 

“You can say that,” she cried pettishly. 
“With you it wouldn’t matter—” She broke 
off, realizing, sobbing. “Oh, I am sorry, 
Jane. You know I didn’t—” 

“Don’t give it another thought,” I in- 
terrupted quickly, smiling. “I know you’re 
upset.” I didn’t let it show—the hurt I felt 
at her thoughtless remark. I'd got awfully 
clever at covering up my feelings. 

We struggled along for a few more min- 
utes, and then the nurse came in and said 
her patient had to rest now. I managed a 
warm smile as I left, but her remark was 
still stinging in my ears. I wondered un- 
happily if I’ve ever get used to that sort of 
thing if I lived to be a hundred. Certainly 
I should have been by now... 

Steve was already home when I got 
there. Right away he asked, “How was 
she, Janey? Did you snap her out of it?” 

I had to admit I hadn’t. “She’s so wor- 
ried,” I said, “that George won’t love her 
anymore.” I waited for Steve to say that 
was silly, of course he would. 

But Steve didn’t say that at all. He just 
looked worried and shook his head. “Poor 
kid—it wasn’t much of a love they had. I 
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He 


felt that way about a girl once. 
adolescent stuff doesn’t hold up.” 
sighed heavily. “Poor George.” 

He remembered to kiss me then—before 
settling back with his paper. And a min- 
ute later he got that familiar, settled, con- 
tented look on his face. “What’s for din- 
ner, hon?” he asked. 

“Lamb chops,” I said. “In about twenty 
minutes.” 

As I went into the kitchen the nicest, 
warmest, most comfortable glow crept 
through me. Elaine was more right than 
I’d known. It wouldn’t matter with me— 
because Steve would love me anyway. Be- 
cause he loved me—the real me I'd learned 
to be. And nothing could change or threat- 
en that—because I’d always be me. 

Suddenly I was seeing my homeliness as 
a kind of blessing in disguise. To com- 
pensate for it I’d had to develop other 
likeable, /ovable qualities—qualities pretty 
girls didn’t have to struggle for. But they 
were the lasting ones, the ones that really 
counted—the ones you could depend on. 

Right then and there I knew I was all 
through worrying and feeling inferior— 
and envying anybody. When you know 
you have everything, who can you envy? 
THE END 





Are Cool Cats Crazy? 


(Continued from Page 31) 


the melodic line, by enriching the har- 
monic underpinnings, by varying the rhyth- 
mic propulsion. 

They were immediately attacked as 
“wild men.” The press seized on the gro- 
tesque and immature sides of bop and 
magnified them. Dizzy Gillespie, a happy 
extrovert and one of the founders of bop, 
was a favorite target. The story was told, 
for example, that Dizzy, on a trip to Eur- 
ope, was smitten with admiration for the 
binoculars of the ship’s captain. Dizzy, it 
was said, knew no peace until he had a 
pair himself. For several months, he went 
around New York, wearing the binoculars 
on a strap, pausing from time to time to 
peer through them. “There’s so very, very, 
very much I want to see,” he was quoted 
as saying. 

Similar stories, some of them false, 
others at best apocryphal, did the new 
music much harm. So did the spate of 
funny hats, big-rimmed glasses and be-bop 
jokes. The latter were particularly vicious. 
One went like this. Two boppers got high 
in a 14th floor apartment. One bopper, car- 
ried away by it all, shouted: “Man, I feel 
so light I think [ll climb out here on this 
cloud and float away. He did. When the 
police and ambulance arrived, they asked 
the surviving bopper why he let his friend 
jump. “Man,” the bopper replied, “I 
thought he could make it.” 

Ridiculed and held up to the world as 
bad jokes, bop musicians reacted in vari- 
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ous ways. Some sued for a separate peace, 
became showmen, capitalizing on the mis- 
leading publicity. Others withdrew into 
shells, became detached and _ insulated 
themselves from a world they considered 
stupid and cruel. 

The hard core of the cool school emerged 
from the latter, who continued to improve 
their art and attracted a fringe of young 
white musicians. Indifferent to the de- 
mands of fans, these musicians played for 
themselves. It is of more than passing sig- 
nificance that two of the most gifted pian- 
ists in the school, Theolonius Sphere Monk 
and Lennie Tristano, withdrew to their 
apartments for long periods and played for 
no outsiders. 

Monk, a scholarly-looking, 36-year-old 
New Yorker, is perhaps the coolest of the 
cool. Hailed as a genius and the historical 
father of bop, he holds jobs infrequently, 
often turns down work because he hates to 
play “commercial music.” An individualist, 
he has turned down jobs because the piano 
was out of tune. The story goes that once, 
right in the middle of a number, Monk 
stopped, got up and walked away from the 
piano. “The ‘B’ note rings,” he said. “It 
disturbs me.” 

Like most modernists, Monk is an intel- 
lectual. He is always probing for first 
causes. While riding in a taxi, he suddenly 
demanded of a companion. “What makes 
this car go? I mean really go. What is go- 





ing anyway?” His intimates often 
“Monk is deep.” 


Most members of the school are “deep 


Several have developed side interests jy 
psychoanalysis and abstract art. Others ap 
given to chess and existentialistic philoy, 
phy. Many have studied at America’s 
conservatories. John Lewis, the brilliay 
bearded pianist, is an ex-anthropologig 
and holds two degrees from the Manhatty 
School of Music. Miles Davis, Cliffor 
Brown, J. J. Johnson, Dave Brubeck an 
Max Roach have all studied advanced hay. 
mony and composition, 

To the dismay of lay listeners who ar 
accustomed to fast, finger-snapping music 
these erudite young men have set then 
selves the task of revitalizing what the 
call “old jazz forms.” One critic chargej 
that the new music is “written and played 
by men educated to within an inch of thei 
life.” 

To be sure, cool music is heard in only 
a few standard spots around the county, 
The atmosphere is the same, whether jp 
New York, Chicago, Los Angeles, Phil. 
delphia or Boston. A typical scene: On the 
bandstand, four thin bearded men j 
Brooks Brothers suits and thin ties crouch 
with studied nonchalance. One limply pull 
the microphone to him, announces a num. 
ber in a low, barely-audible voice. The 
piano and vibes announce the opening 
statement, take choruses as solo instry 
ments, and glide into an interlude which 
restates the jazz theme. All the while, the 
faithful sit quietly, ears cocked, smiling 
occasionally at a choice run. The “jaz 
work” ends with a recapitulation. There is 
silence, then polite applause. No one 
shouts. No one stomps his feet. No one 
leaves. One of the men limply gathers in 
the mike, limply announces another num 
ber. 

The atmesphere recalls a drawing room 
reading of a Beethoven string quartet. I 
deed, the best cool jazz, as played by the 
Modern Jazz Quartet, approaches the clas 
sical idiom in its stress on form and de 
velopment within a jazz framework. Hot 
jazz fans, however, say the whole thing 
smacks of low-pressure insanity. “Look at 
those kids,” one oldtimer said. “They arent 
having fun. They’re suffering. Hell, if | 
wanted a lecture, I would go to school.” 

Such criticism rankles true cool met, 
who believe jazz is more than an accom: 
paniment for happy feet. Actually, only 
the ultra-ultra cool do away with the 
warmth and spontaneity of hot jazz. Most 
new jazz adherents merely overlay the 
old jazz with a framework of “preconceived 
thematic material.” 

In practice, the cool school is composed 
of a bewildering variety of cults ani 
branches. Included are hot men with cod 
approaches (Gerry Mulligan), cool me 
with hot approaches (Billy Taylor), ult 
cool men (Theolonius Monk), half-cod 
men (Dizzy Gillespie) and a few who att 
not cool at all. Cool numbers range from 
the formal clarity of Django, a John Lewis 
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gmposition, to the bouncy Red Door, a 
Gerry Mulligan original. 

Another point that sets ill with oldtimers 
; the clannishness of some members of 
the school. Most of the leaders are thin, 
gunt men with close-cropped heads. None 
jgve the girth, or the mirth, of a Louis 
{rmstrong or a Fats Waller. Some affect 
yards. These mannerisms have not been 
jst on the faithful. As a result, most cool 
fans are carbon copies of their idols. Some, 
jis said, have periled their health in 
fantic efforts to reduce their bulk. One 
vag commented tersely: “It should be 
walled the thin school.” 

Then, too, the cool crowd speaks a cool 
language that depends not so much on the 
yords used, as the emphasis and tone of 
wice. The old hip jargon is largely passé; 
jut words like “gas,” “gone,” and “crazy” 
ue still acceptable. Perhaps the best way 
alienate a cool musician is to grab him 
bythe lapel and regale him, in a loud tone 
sfvoice, with words like hip, daddy-o, and 
right-o. He will put you down as a “square” 
ad walk away. 

In the best cool circles, the correct pro- 
edure runs like this. Accost your favorite 
ina low, well-modulated tone of voice. Say, 
always with restraint, that he “gassed” you, 
that his last chorus was “too, too crazy” 
ad, if you are familiar with such things, 
that the development intrigued you and 
that you “dug” his “quiet understatement.” 
This is not to say that the new jazzmen 
no longer use jargon. Far from it. But it 
is more subtle, less crude. Jargon, when 
wed, is thrown into normal sentences 
atistically, like drum bombs behind a 
soloist. 

Self critical and intensely intense, most 
cool jazzmen, far from being crazy, are 
more literate and discriminating than the 
aerage American. Their cruder manner- 
ims are almost always reactions to the 
borishness of unthinking fans. “You're 
always wrong,” one cool cat said, “when 
you're different. When cats were hollering, 
stomping and falling out, folks said they 
were crazy. Now that we are thinking, re- 
laxing and cooling it, folks still say we’re 
crazy. Sometimes I think people are crazy.” 


THE END 












Etiquette 


(Continued from Page 18) 


at just before you say goodbye to your 
hostess. The way you give the gratuity is 
asimportant as the money. Don’t make a 
production of your tipping. Fold the bills, 
hand them quietly to the maid, and say 
politely: “Goodbye Mary. Thank you for 
helping to make my visit so pleasant.” If 
she has prepared a favorite dish for you, 
mention it. Your praise and appreciation 
will be remembered long after the tip has 
been spent and forgotten. 
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NO BURN — NO REDNESS 
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, When you use genuine Perma-Strate Cold Permanent 

Cream Hair Straightener, your hair is soft, easy-to- 
j manage, and there is no pasted down or waxy _ look. 
And with just one application of creamy Perma-Strate 
you have really natural-looking straight hair for 3 to 
6 months. Perma-Strate is the better, proven formula 
- Proven by over 1,000,000 men and women users, 
and recommended by stars of stage and screen like 
Sarah Vaughan, Count Basie, and so many others. 
There is absolutely no burn, no redness, and no scalp 
irritation. Be modern, look modern... 
Perma-Strate Cream Hair Straightener. 
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Prepare now for a well-paid career. 
Learn chairside and reception tech- 
y nique, X-ray, lab, personality develop- 
ment. Simplitied, personal instruction. If 
you are between 17 and 50, youcan begin 
in spare time at home and shorten class- 
work. Write now for FREE booklet. 


WAYNE SCHOOL Lab. T-35, 
2521 Sheffield Ave., Chicago 14, Il. 

















Here’s a special pair of fun dice that certainly 
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guess the hidden “‘secret’’ unless you tell them! 
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cleverly concealed from everyone. Fun and fasci- 
nation! Easy directions explain details. Perform 
many “magic” tricks! Priceonly $2.98.Get a pair 
today. Send no money. Just name and address. 
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Address Hollister-White Co., Dept. 508-D 
3016 W. Van Buren St., Chicago 12, I il. 
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t Practical nurses are needed in every 
e ‘= community... doctors rely on them... 
F 2 patients appreciate their cheerful, ex- 
pert care. You can learn practical 
nursing at home in spare time. Course 
endorsed by physicians. 57th yr. Earn 
— while learning. High school not re- 
quired. Men, women, 18 to 60. Trial plan. Write now! 


CHICAGO SCHOOL OF NURSING 
Dept. 771, 25 East Jackson Bivd., Chicago 4, 11). 
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Gives real natural 
oppecrance. Has 
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mon hair 18” long. 
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Comb front hair ‘ 
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foundation 10.95 weft. 
Mixed grey 13.95 Mixed grey....27.50 


106. 








f 


BRAIDED SIDE PUFFS 
Two clusters ot price of 
one. Can be combed, 


ALL AROUND: 
Feather cut style. Will fit 
any head. Curls ore cro- 
quinoled .. . $5.95 Very low price, pr. $3.93 
Mixed grey, $6.95 Mixed grey, pair $4.95 | 
You have choice of shades; black, off-black, dark-brown. 
Mixed grey prices quoted. State size and color desired. 


FRE Write for your FREE copy Humanie’s 


illustrated Heir Style Beoklee TODAY 


HUMANIA HAIR CO. 








Dept. T-1 303 Feurth Ave., New York 10, N. Y. 
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RECORDS 


[] SEVENTH SON—Willie Mabon........ ose an 
[) BRING IT TO JEROME— 3 peeps ieee -89 
[) LOVE BROUGHT US TOG ER 
—R. coe & + wspbneneenl 89 
[] HANDS OFF—Jay McShann............ d 
pari 7 FAIR— — Baker 
NDY LOU—Chin 
0 BON’ T CHANGE YOUR PRETTY WAYS 
ee .89 





es 





TE OWL—Chanmps.. 
THOUT A SONG—Roy ‘Hamilton 
D BOY—Eddie Taylor....... 89 


epss 


ONLY YOU—The Platters. 

TOO LATE—Little Walter. 89 

WITCHCRAFT—Spiders .........-.ceeee- .89 
NN 6. Sess ciseie soi Gerd apie éokib -89 


IRTY DAYS—Chuck Berry...........+- .89 
N’T START ME TALKIN’ 
—Sonny Boy Williamson .89 
U PAINTED PICTURES—Spaniels...... .89 
E MONKEY DON’T STOP NO SHOW 
—Big Maybelle .89 
LACKJACK—Ray Charles..............- 89 
|] SHE DON’T WANT ME NO MORE 
—Jimmy Reed .89 
() HOW COME MY DOG DON’T BARK 
—Prince Patridge .89 


00 0O 000000000 
wo O< o> 
zo s=8 


GOOD ROCKIN’ DADDY—Etta James...... .89 
La BY MYSELF—Fats Domino.......... .89 
N LONG YEARS—B. B. King.......... 89 
THOSE LONELY LONELY NIGHTS 
— Earl King .89 
1 KNOW | WAS WRONG—Barons......... .89 
FEEL SO gy TINIE nae ace.acotoino 89 
WALKIN’ THE BLUE oe Dupree..... -89 
SOLDIER BOY—Four Fellows............ 89 


ALL AROUND THE WORLD_W illie John. -89 


THE WEDDiING—The Solitaires........... 89 
HIDE AND SEEK—Joe Turner............ .89 
LONELY HOURS—Lowell Fulson........ . -89 
AT MY FRONT DOOR—EI Dorados....... .89 
pe Og cma nage ol DGEET ccccicscccsiee .89 
ANYMORE—Johnny Ace .............e008 .89 
DON T TAKE IT SO HARD Earl King.... .89 
CINDY—The Squires...........seceee- << a 
MANISH BOY_-Muddy NEO .89 
IT’S LOVE BABY—Louis Brooks......... -89 
A FOOL FOR ae — en . 89 








FLIM FLAM—Gene & Eunice.......... 
SONG OF THE DREAMER. Billy Brook 
| HEAR YOU KNOCKIN’—Smiley Lewis 
WHY DON’T YOU WRITE ME—Jacks.. 
UNCHAINED MELODY—Roy Hamilton. 
AIN’T IT A SHAME—Fats Domino..... 89 
SHUT YOUR MOUTH—B. B. King... : 


UUDOOOOOOOOONOOOOoOOOOOooOoOSOOOOOOoONO = 





I'VE GOT A WOMAN—Ray Charles.. - aa 
PLEDGING MY LOVE—Johnny Ace....... 89 
JUMP WITH YOU BABY—B. B. King..... .89 
| WANT TO BE LOVED—Muddy suns, -89 
YOU DON’T HAVE TO GO—Jimmy Reed... .89 
MY BABE—Little Walter................. .89 
LOVING YOU—Lowell Fulson............ .89 
pa od Lag i ME, BABY—B. B. King...... .89 
NEVER LET ME GO—Johnny Ace......... 89 
PLEASE FORGIVE ME—Johnny Ace...... -89 
SAVING MY LOVE FOR YOU—Johnny Ace .89 
THE CLOCK—Johnny Ace............e00- .89 
CROSS MY HEART—Johnny Ace......... -89 
SPIRITUALS 


YOU MUST BE BORN AGAIN 
—Gospel Harmonettes .89 
HE’LL Pep TBST ARO Deve Bane Pwandces osee -89 


oa 











C) WILL THE LORD BE W 
Dine opening Birds .89 
© WASH YOU WHITER THAN, SN 
pote Tie Bradford .89 
© TWELVE GATES TO THE CITY—Davis Sisters.. .89 
(J HIDE ME—Edna Gallmon Cooke................ -89 
C) NEARER TO py ae ae cis idisdensey -89 
C) SINNER SIN NO MOR Dixie Heeming Birds.. .89 
(J SINCE JESUS CHANGED THIS HEART 
EAnells of oF -89 
—) !T MUST BE ci gg Tones. . 89 
©) HE LIFTED ME—Prof. Alex Bradford 89 
(J PRAYER WHEEL—Dixie Humming Bird -89 
CL) GOIN’ ON WITH JESUS—Nightingales.......... 89 
L) TOO CLOSE TO HEAVEN—Prof. Alex Bradford. 
C) LORD, LORD, LORD—Prof. Alex Bradford...... > 189 
CL) MARCHING TO ZiION—Davis Sisters............ 89 
() THE BALL GAME-—-Sister Jessie Mae Renfro 89 
L) LONG AS JESUS pe arene Quintet...... 89 
(J LET’S GO TO THE PROGRAM 
—Dixie se mrtg Birds .89 
© SIT DOWN SERVANT—Swanee Quintet......... -89 
C) WONDER WILL | EVER REST—Mahalia Jackson .89 
C) WHEN | LOST MY MOTHER—Blind Boys...... .89 
[ SURELY SURELY AMEN—Spirit of Memphis... .89 
(J STAND BY ME—Day ae, POR es Pe -89 
L) FOOTPRINTS OF JES ae eS -89 
C) ONE WAY STREET—Clara Ward............... 89 
() LEAK IN THE BUILDING— Bells of Joy. - 89 
{) | WAS PRAYING—Five Blind Boys........ - aa 
C) IN THE UPPER ROOM—Mahalia Jackson. - 89 
() COME IN THE ROOM—The Martin Singers...... 89 
{) WORLD PRAYER—Five Blind Boys..........-. -89 
0 OLD SHIP OF ZION—Five Blind Boys..... a 
[) LET’S TALK ABOUT JESUS—Bells of Joy -89 
Cj) OUR FATHER—Five Blind Boys......... 89 
C) SURELY GOD IS ABLE—Ward Singers.. . 89 
C) JESUS GAVE ME WATER—Soul Stirrers. 89 
0 MILKY WHITE WAY—Trumpeteers............. -89 
C) WHEN HE SPOKE—Ward Singers. ............. -89 
© TELL THE ANGELS—Ward Singers... 12222222; -89 


LINCOLN SALES 


114 SPRINGFIELD AVENUE 
NEWARK 3, NEW JERSEY DEPT. T 
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Dearly Beloved 


(Continued from Page 7) 


him competition? From a Puzzled Girl. 


Dear Puzzled Girl: 

Even your letter sounds a little wacky! 
Just what is happening in this relationship 
except that your friend has decided to get 
himself another girl friend. Face up to 
reality and stop talking about unrequited 
love. Frankly, I think you were a little old 
for him in the first place. Probably he 
realizes this too and is doing something 
about it. It looks to me as if you had better 
start looking for a new boy friend and stop 
crying over spilt milk! It just isn’t worth 
it. I’m sure Milwaukee has a fine crop of 
young men for you to choose from, 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

I am a reader of the TAN magazine and 
I think it’s tops. I have been a constant 
reader for two years and [ must say that 
the answers you give to men and women 
about their problems are very good. I have 
a big problem Mrs. Jackson, and I hope 
you can help me. I am 22 years old, fin- 
ished high school in 1952 and was called 
into service in 1953. I stayed in one year 
and eight months. After taking my basic 
training I was shipped to Korea. I was 
there four months before becoming very 
ill. I realized when coming back to my 
senses that I was in a hospital in the 
States. I discovered after my release from 
the service that my sickness I had before 
I went in had since increased. Well I knew 
“something was in the milk” so I kept 
seeking and seeking until I finally learned. 
I was all man and everybody wanted me to 
be a homosexual. My people have the same 
sickness I have. My breathing isn’t normal, 
my heart doesn’t beat right and my eyes 
are not clear. All of my joints are not in 
place. My spine hurts and pains me all the 
time. When I seem to be getting along 
fairly well my family does something that 
upsets me. I drink beer occasionally, but 
my people say its against me. But I learned 
it would help me forget my troubles and 
my sickness would stop until I was back to 
myself. My family is my biggest enemy, so 
I figured a change of state would do me 
good. But I discovered I was wrong, so I 
came back with the intentions of getting 
completely well before starting on my 
journey again. I am up against a real big 
problem. I don’t know what to do and I 
would like for you to answer my letter at 
my home address. I need help. A Friend. 


Dear Friend: 

I did not use your name because I respect 
your desire for privacy and the seriousness 
of your problem. However, since I do not 
answer letters except in this column, I am 
sure you will understand. Your problem is 
of such a nature that you should immedi- 
ately seek psychiatric aid. Since you spent 
some time in an Army hospital, your illness 
may be considered service-connected, thus 
making it fairly easy for you to enter a 
Veterans’ Hospital. You should go at once 









to the nearest hospital and seek treatment 
You are an extremely passive and depend. 
ent person, wanting to break away frop 
the selfish clutches of your parents, by 
you are afraid to stand on your own typ 
feet. Your parents feel that they are doing 
the right thing by pampering your many 
little ills, and you do gain some type of 
enjoyment or you would have sought psy. 
chiatric aid before now. Alcoholic beyer. 
ages will only make you more dependey 
and will not solve your problem. That lif 
you get from drinking beer may be a dap. 
gerous one in the long run. Do not try 
use alcohol as an escape. If you do seek 
psychiatric help, remember that you mug 
first want to be helped and have faith jp 
your doctor, otherwise you are wasting 
their time and yours. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

I’m 25 years old and have been married 
once, and have four boys by my husband, 
I’ve been going with a man for five year 
and I have a four year old son for him, too, 
He wants me to marry him, but I can} 
decide whether I should marry him or not 
Although he is very good to the children] 
really don’t know how he’ll react to then 
when we get married. I love him and actu 
ally believe he loves me, but I can’t make 
up my mind about marrying him. I an 
afraid he may not be too good to my chil. 
dren once I’ve married him. What should! 
do? Undecided, M.B.L. 


Dear M.B.L.: 

First, I assume that you are legally free 
to marry this man. You did not mentiona 
divorce from your first husband, but I am 
sure you must have one. If you have this 
much doubt in your mind concerning your 
decision to become this man’s wife, it 
might not be a bad idea to wait until you 
have made up your mind for certain befor 
you marry him. You say that you are afraid 
he might mistreat your boys. By that I'm 
sure you mean your children by a former 
marriage. This man must have given you 
some reason to fear this and that is prob 
ably why you are hesitant about marrying 
him. You know the situation much better 
than I, so it is really up to you to make 
the decision and stick by it. I can only say 
that you should give the man a chance to 
prove his worth. With five growing boys, 
any assistance should be heartily welcomed. 





On The Records 


(Continued from Page 19) 


For and The Birth Of The Blues). Second 
album is titled “Sammy Davis, Jr., Sing 
Just For Lovers,” embraces 12 song 
(Tenderly, Talk Of The Town, Body And 
Soul, These Foolish Things, You're My 
Girl, The Thrill Is Gone, When You 
Lover Has Gone, You Do Something 1 
Me, Wait ’Till You See Her, It’s All Right 
With Me, Come Rain or Come Shine ani 












Get Out Of Town). 
Besides Sammy’s album works, Decct 
has cast him in duet with other headliner 
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nd he shines as brilliantly in the role as 
'e does as a single. His initial effort on 
the double-vocal kick was a platter he cut 
yith Carmen McRae, beauteous, mellow- 
wiced thrush. The platter, coupling 4 Fine 
Romance and I Go For You, demonstrates 
that Sammy and Carmen make for perfect 
pairing on duet vocalizing. Working with 
dever and humorous material on both 
sides, the twosome came up with a disc 
yhich has been getting heavy play on disc 
jockey shows. Of the coupling, though, the 
Fine Romance side appears to be drawing 
far the most spins on shows where the 
WcRae-Davis release is played. 

Sammy was last teamed on records with 
Bing Crosby's talented son, Gary, when 
they pressed in Hollywood swinging, jump- 
ing versions of two old favorites: Beat Me 
Daddy, Eight To The Bar and Accentuate 
The Positive. On the deuce, Sammy and 
Gary strike solid accord together and liter- 
ally blow up a storm as they vocally swing 
through the ditties, both of which were 
scored sparkingly for the orchestral back- 
ing by Morty Stevens, Sammy’s regular 
arranger and conductor. 









STATEMENT REQUIRED BY THE ACT 
OF AUGUST 24, 1912, AS AMENDED BY 
THE ACT OF MARCH 3, 1933, AND JULY 
2, 1946, (Title 39, United States Code, 
Section 233) SHOWING THE OWNER- 
SHIP, MANAGEMENT, AND CIRCULA- 
TION OF TAN published monthly at 
Chicago, Illinois for October 1, 1955. 

1. The names and addresses of the pub- 
lisher, editor, managing editor, and busi- 
ness Managers are: 

Publisher, John H. Johnson, 1820 South 
Michigan Avenue. 

Editor, John H. Johnson, 1820 South 
Michigan Avenue 

Managing editor, A. S. ‘“‘Doc”’ Young, 1820 
South Michigan Avenue. 

Business Manager: None. 

2. The owner is: (If owned by a corpora- 
tion, its name and address must be stated 
and also immediately thereunder the 
names and addresses of stockholders own- 
ing or holding 1 per cent or more of total 
amount of stock. If not owned by a cor- 
poration, the names and addresses of the 
individual owners must be given. If owned 
by a partnership or other unincorporated 
firm, its name and address, as well as that 
of each individual member, must be given) 
Johnson Publishing Company, Inc., 1820 
South Michigan Avenue, Chicago, III. 

John H. Johnson, 1820 South Michigan 

Avenue, Chicago, III. 

Eunice Walker Johnson, 1820 South 

Michigan Avenue, Chicago, Ill. 

Gertrude Johnson Williams, 1820 South 

Michigan Avenue, Chicago, II. 

3. e known bondholders, mortgagees, 
and other security holders owning or hold- 
ing 1 per cent or more of total amount of 
bonds, mortgages, or other securities are 
(If there are none, so state.) 

None. 
4. Paragraphs 2 and 3 include, in « 
where the stockholder or security holde1 
appears upon the books of the company as 
trustee or in any other fiduciary relation, 
the name of the person or corporation for 
whom such trustee is acting; also the 
statements in the two paragraphs show the 
affant’s full knowledge and belief as to the 
circumstances and conditions under which 
stockholders and security holders who do 
hot appear upon the books of the company 

a8 trustees, hold stock and securities in a 

Capacity other than that of a bona fide 

owner. 

_». The average number of copies of each 

Issue of this publication sold or distri- 

uted, through the mails or otherwise, to 


ases 





paid subscribers during the 12 months pr 
ceding the date shown above was: (Thi: 
information is required from daily, weekly 
semiweekly, and triweekly new spapers 
only.) ; 

. (s) John H. Johnson 
(Signa e of editor, publisher, 
- busine manager or owner) 
Sworn to and subscribed before me this 
ith day of September, 1955 









s, Decca 
»adliner: 









(s) Willie E. Miles 
(SEAL) (Notary Public) 
My commission expires May 























HAPPY AGENTS 01 in 


MONEY 


TAKING 
ORDERS 


for 
SWEET 
GEORGIA 
BROWN 


BEAUTY 
PRODUCTS 


BIG 


SAMPLE CASE 









FREE SAMPLES AND FREE GIFTS OFFER~ 
Be our Agent. Make Big Money! Sell Sweet ~ 
Georgia Brown Hair Dressing, Beauty Goods, ~ 
Curios, Incense. Get Big Agents Outfit and ~ >" 

valuable Premium Freeoffersand FREE WS ® g 
Samples of Sweet Georgia Brown ~* 
Hair Dressing, Face Powder and In- 
cense. Easy work, full or spare time. 


SEND QUICK! Hurry! Send your name 


and address for FREE 
Samples, FREE Catalog and Big Money 
Making proposition. Write today! 
VALMOR PRODUCTS CO., Dept. D-226 
2451 S. Michigan Ave. Chicago 16, I, 













Baking is one of 
America’s high industries in wages. 
Not seasonable, but year ‘round good 
field for trained and experienced men. 
Thorough basic spare time home study 
course lays solid foundation. If you have 
the aptitude for this type of work, send for 
FREE Booklet, “Opportunities in Com- 
mercial Baking.’ 

NATIONAL BAKING SCHOOL 
835 Diversey Pkwy., Dept. 3231, Chicago14, mM. 


PD Selling EXCLUSIVE 


Enjoy your own lifetime, 


week in full or spare time 





OUTFIT today! 


SUBSCRIBE TO 





Can’t Get Rid 
of Your 


TAN COLD? 


Then try 666, the wide-activity med- 
icine, for greatest effectiveness 
against all symptoms of all kinds of 
colds. 666 combines 4 potent, widely- 
prescribed drugs and gives positive 
dramatic results in a matter of hours. 
Its combined therapy covers the 
complete range of all cold symptoms. 


TODAY No other cold remedy 6 6 4 
can match 666 liquid 
or 666 Cold Tablets. 


















EXTRA MONEY 


# <~ PARAGON Cushion Shoes 
Even If Now Employed 


inde- 
pendent shoe business without 
investment. Steady repeats 
$4.00 pair advance commissions 
Big bonus. Make $50 and more a 







To 


144 


latest smart styles. Magic cush- 
fon. Easy to start. Write for FREE 


PARAGON SHOE COMPANY 


79 Sudbury St., Dept. 12, Boston 14, Mass. 
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Pm gomg to name him 
Champ, Dad! 





<p 


WIE 


PF 





people or products—names play a very Only through satisfying you, can he be sure that 
important part in our everyday lives. you will buy again — and again! 
That’s the main reason why manufacturers of | 
branded and advertised products carry on continu: © 
a ous programs of research and product improvement, 7 
What do these names mean to you? A great deal, Cihieg 4am ; A . vo 
That’s why winning your favor is the full time job ~ 


because they really make you—and every consumer Rita! ’ : | 
of thousands of scientists and testing engineers, and — 


Today, our standard of living is greatly enriched 


by our system of competing brand names. 


—the boss. ; : 
the sole purpose of laboratories and experimental 


When a manufacturer proudly signs his name to his plants in every division of industry where trade- 


product, he knows that he has to win your faith in marking is practiced. 

that name. 
Yes, in the factories of the brand-makers, yours is the final word. Your 
free choice of branded products makes you the boss of the greatest 


manufacturing system in the world. 


INCORPORATED 








